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I' E El' ACE. 



It is now more than a third of a century since Lord 
Bjron alluded to the author of " Huniaii Life" as the 
Nestor of the living poets. Since that time moat of hia 
then celehrated brethren have passed away ; but the ven- 
erable bard still lives, to enjoy the society he adorns, and 
the fiime which brightens with his years. He has taken 
leave of Byron, and Campbell, and Moore, and ali his po- 
etical rivals and contemporaries ; but he has kept alive tho 
sentiments and sympathies of his nature, and is still cheered 
by the company of younger poets, who regard him with the 
genial warmth of old friendship. 

It was the consolation of Campbell, in his declining years, 
that he had never written a line against religion or virtue. 
We may say, with equaj truth, of Rogers, that he leaves no 
verse which, " dying," he could " wish to blot." Exquisite^ 
taste and judgm ent pervade every thing f rom hia . pen. But, 
while this piiri^_of jtyle and Bonti men t r enders him a fa- 
vorite poet for the study of the young, his great and pecu- 
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liar merita, wc think, are better felt and appreciated, in later* 
jears, by those who have become wearied with the intensJ 
straining for effect, and the passionate eccentricities, of soma 
of our more recent schools of verse, and recur with fre^ 
pleasure to pages that are marted everywhere with sim- 
plicity, refinement, and tranquil beauty. 

It has been our object to furnish an edition of the Com- 
plete Poetical Works of Samuel Rogers, in a form ao hand- 
some that everybody might be pleased to possess it, and so 
cheap that anybody might be able to buy. We have thrown 
together, in a prefatory memoir, such materials for the per- 
sonal and literary life of the author as were within our 
reaeh ; and, among them, we are sure that the admirable 
critiques of Mackintosh and Jeffrey will be ( 
imparting additional value to the volume. 
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MEMOIR OF SAMUEL ROGEKS. 



Samuel Eooebs was born at Newington Green, a, tillage now form- 
ing part of London, about the year 1763, and is now (1854) 
upwards of ninety-one years of age. His birtli-place was in a local- 
ity diatingujshed by many assoeiations of interest. " In this neigh- 
borhood," aaya William Howitt, in hia entertaining \Tork on the 
Homes and Haunts of the Most Eminent British Poets, " the Tudor 
princes used to live a good deal. Canonbury, between this green 
and Islington, was a fityoritchunting-aeat of Elizabeth, and no doubt 
the woods and wastes extended all round this neighborhood. There 
is Kbgsland, now all built on, there is Henry VIII.'b walk, and 
Queen Elizabeth's walk, all in the vicinity ; and this old, quiet green 
seems to retain a feeling and an aepect of those times. It is built 
round with houses, evidently of a considerable age. There are trees 
and quiotoeas about it still. In the centre of the south ade is an old 
house standing back, which is said to have been inhabited by Henry 
Vin. At the end nest to Stoke Newinglon stands an old Presbyte- 
rian chapel, at which the celebrated Dr. Price preached, and of 
which, afterward, the husband of Mrs. BarbauM was the minister. 
Near this chapel De Foe was educated, and the house still remains. 
Ib this green lived, too, Mary Wolstonoroft, being engaged with 
another lady in keeping school. Samuel Rogers was bom in the 
stuccoed house at the south-wcat comer, which is much older than it 
seems. Adjoining it is a large, old garden. Here his father, and 
his mother's fother, lived before him. By the mother's wde he was 
descended from the celebrated Philip Henry, the father of Matthew 
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10 MEMOIK OF SAMUEL ROGERS 

Henry, and was therefore of an old non-eonformiat Cimily. Mr. 
Rogers' grandfather was a gentleman, pursuing no profession, hat 
hia fother engaged in banking." In the banking-iiouae the elder 
Rogers amassed ocnsiderahle wealth, which with his bueiness de- 
scended to his son. 

But little is known of the eaily life of the poet. Ilis education 
was liberal, and from an early age he was familiar with the best 
eoeiety of the metropolis. In tho year 1786 he published his first 
volume, with the title of "An Ode to Supcratition,and other Poems," 
in which a critic of the time, writing in the Monthly Review, thought 
he perceived tho " hand of a master." 

Sis years afterwards he published The Pleasures of Memory, a 
poem tiat attained an immediate popularity, both in England and 
in this country. This poem was elaborated with the most consummate 
oare and art. Ho submitted it very freely to tJie censure of hia 
friends before publication, one of whom, Mr. Richard Sharpe, einco 
member of Parliament, has said that during the preparation of tho 
first and second editions he had read it with the poet several hun- 
dred times, at home and on tlie continent, and in every temper of 
mind that yaried company and varied scenery could produce. " To 
the spirit of original observation," says Mr. Allan Cunningham of 
this poem, in his History of British Literature, " to the fine pictures 
of men and manners, and to tho remarks on the social and dom^stio 
condition of the country, which mark the disciples of the newer 
school of verse, are added the terseness, sraootJmess and harmony, of 
the old. The poem abounds with capital and brilliant hits ; with 
passages which remain on the memory, and may be said to please 
rather than enchant one, — to taie silent possession of the heart, 
rather than fill it with immediate rapture. Hazlitt, with some of 
that perversenesa which even talent is not without, said the chief 
fikult of Rogers was want of genius and taato. Perhaps in the whole 
list of living men of genius no one can be named whose taste in 
poetry is so just and delicate. This is apparent in every page of his 
oompositiona ; nay, he ia eren fastidious in his taste, and rejects 
much, in the potures of manners and feelings which he painta, which 
other authors, whose taste is unquestioned, would have used without 
scruple. His diction is pure, and his language has aJl the necessary 
strengfli, without being swelling or redundant : his words are always 
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MEMOIR OP MMUEL ROGERS. 11 

in keeping with tlio Bentiment. He lias, in truth, great strength ; 
he sayB much in small compae, and maj sometimes be charged with 
a too great ansiety to he hrief and terse. It was the error of the 
Bchool in which hia taste was formed to be over anxious about tho 
harmony and polish of the verse ; and he may be accused of erring 
with his teachers. Coneeming the oompoeition of The Pleasures of 
Memory, it ia related that he corrected, transposed and changed, 
till he exhausted his own patience ; and then, turning to his friends, 
he demanded their opinions, listening to every remark, and weighing 
every observation. This plan of correction is liable to serious objec- 
tions. The poet is almost sure of losing in dash and vigor more than 
what ho gains by correctness ; and, as a whole, the work is apt to be 
injured, while individual parts are bettered. Poetcj is best hit off at 
one heat of the fancy ; the more it is hammered and wrought on, the 
colder it boeomea. The sale of The Pleasures of Memory con- 
tinued to be hiTge, though The Pleasures of Hope came into the 
market." 

Thia production gave its author a high position among the men of 
letters who flourished in Londoii during the early part of the present 
century. Cumberland, the dramatic author, in the supplement to 
his Memoirs, published nearly half a century ago, advised Moore, 
who was then known as the translator of Anacreon and the author 
of Little's Poems, to " subject his composition to the rmiew of hia 
correct and judicious friend, Mr. Rogers, (and when so done) he may 
surrender himself without fear to thocrilicismof the world at large.'' 
"I can visit," said tho -veteran reminiscent, "the justly-admired 
author of The PleasuKS of Memory, and find myself with a friend 
who together with the brightest genius possesses elegance of manners 
and excellence of heart. He tells me he remembers the day of our 
first meeting at Mr. Dilly's ; I also remember it, and, though his 
modest, unassuming nature held back and shrank from all appear- 
ances of ostentation and display of talents, yet even then I take 
credit for discoveting a promise of good things to come, and sus- 
pected him of holding secret commerce with the Muse, before tho 
proof appeared in shape of one of the most beautiful and harmonious 
poems in our language. I do not say tliat he has not ornamented 
the age he lives in, though he wore to stop where he is ; but I hope 
he will not so totally deliver himself over to the arts, as to neglect 
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12 MEMOIR OP SAMUEL E0QER3. 

the Moaes ; and I now publicly call upon Samuo! Rogers to answer 
to his name, and Btand forth in the title-page of some future work, 
tiat shall be in Bubstanee greater, in dignity of subject more sublime, 
and in purity of versification not less charming, than hie poem above 
mentioned." 

In November, 1805, Moore wrote to his mother, " I am just 
going to dine third to Rogers and Cumberland : a good poetical step- 
ladder we make ; the former is past forty, and the latter past fieven- 
ty." Itwasin the pages of the Jn(Aoib^ja Hibermca, for the months 
of January and February, 1793, that Moore- first read, as a school- 
boy, Rogers' Pleasures of Memory, little dreaming that he should 
one day become the intimate Mend of the author ; and such an im- 
pression did it then make upon him, as he tells us in his Memoirs, 
that the particular type in which it is there printed, and the very 
color of the paper, were through life aaBociated with every line of it 
in his memory. 

Sogers was an early friend of Lord Byron. The noble poet had 
excepted him from the somewhat indiscriminate abuse of the English 
Bards and Scotch Seviewer^, and had complimented him in lines 
which vrill well bear transcription : 

" Ta the famed tbrong ddk paid the tribute dns. 
Neglected genina 1 let me turn to yon. 
Come forth, Campbell !• gi" fiJ taloDts scope; 
Who dares nspire if thou must cease to hope 1 
And thou, molodious Rogers ! rise at last — 
B«eall the pleasing memory of the past- 

And striko to ivoDtod tones thj hallowed Ijre ; 
Restore Apollo td his Toeaat throne, 
Assert thy gottatrj'e boaor and thine onn." 

Tills eul(^ Moore thinks the disinterested and deliberate result of 
the young poet's judgment, as at that time he had never seen Rogers 

• It would bo superfluous to rooall to the mind of tbo reader the authors 
of " The Pleasures of Memory " and " Ihe Pleasures of Hope," the moat 
beautiful didactic poems in onr language, if we eioept Pope's "Essay on 
Man ;" but so many poetasfars have started up, tliat even the names of 
Campbell and Rogers are become strange. — Bynm't Note. 
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MEMOIR OF SAMUEL ROOEKS. 13 

(with whom lio afterwards heeame intimate) ; and the opinion he then 
expreBsed remained the eamo through life. 

It was in the year 1798 that Bogera puMiahed " An Epistle to ft 
Friend, with other Poems, " and he did not appear again as an author 
till the year 1812, when he ventured before the world with a frag- 
mentary poem entitled The Voyage of Columbus. This poem was 
received by the critics with various fevor. In a letter written from 
Bombay, before its appearance. Sir James Mackintosh had begged to 
be particularly remembered to Rogers, and added, " I hope Colum- 
bus wiU soon undertake a new voyage to the Ea^t, and that he will 
animate the dulnefs of the one Indies more quickly than he con- 
quered the barbarism of the other." When the poem appeared, the 
great whig jurist and etateflman, no less eminent as a man of letters 
and a critic, pronounced his judgment of its merits in the Edinburgh 
Remem for October, 1813 ; and we feel that we cannot better occupy 
the pages we have reserved for a literary memoir of the poet than 
by giving this article entire : 

" Poems bv Sakuel Rocehs : Including Fragments of a Poem called 
The Voyage of Coluirdms. London, 1812. 
" It seems very doubtful whether the progress and the vicissitudes 
of the elegant arts can be referred to the operation of general laws, 
with the same plauability as the exertions of the more robust facul- 
fiea of the human mind, in the severer forms of science and of useful 
art. The action of fancy and'wf taste seems to be affected by causes 
too various and minute to be enumerated with sufficent completeness 
for the purposes of philosophical theory. To explain them, may 
appear to be as hopeless an attempt as to account for one summer 
being more warm and genial tlian another. The difficulty would be 
insurmounlable, even in framing the most general outline of a the- 
ory, if the various forms aasumed by imagination, in the fine arte, 
did not depend on some of the most conspicuous as well as powerful 
agents in the moral world. But these arise from revolutions of pop- 
ular sentiments, and are connected with the opinions of the age, and 
with the mamiers of the refined class, as certiunly, though not in so 
great a d^ree, as with the passions of the multitude. The comedy 
of a polished monarchy never can be of the same character with that 
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14 MEMOIR OF SAMUEL ROGERS. 

of a bold and tumultuous democracy. Changes of religion and of 
govenunent, civil or foreign wars, conquests which derive splendor 
from distance or estent or difficulty, long tranquillity, — all these, 
and indeed every conceivable modification of the state of a conunu- 
nity, show themselves in the tone of ita poetry, and leave long and 
deep traces on every part of its literature. Geometry is the same, 
not only at London and Paris, but in tho extremes of Athens and 
Samarcand ; but the state of the general feeling in England, at this 
moment, requires a different poetry from that which delighted our 
aiioeslore in the time of Luther or Alfred. 

" During the greater part of the eighteenth centurj, the connection 
of the character of English poetry with the state of the country waa 
very earily traced. The period which extended from the EngHsli to 
the French Revolution was the golden age of authentic history. 
Govemmenta were secure, nations tranquil, improvements rapid, 
manners mild beyond the example of any former i^e. The English 
nation, which possessed the greatest of all human blessings, a 
wisely eon^ructed popular government, neeeesarily enjoyed the 
lai^st share of every other benefit. The tranqnilli^ of that for- 
tunate period was not disturbed by any of those calamitous, or even 
extraordinary events, which excito the imagination and inflame tho 
passions. No ^e waa more exempt from the prevalence of any spe- 
cies of popular enthusiasm. Poetiy, in this state of things, partook 
of that calm, argumentative, moral, and directly useful character, 
into which it naturally subsides when there are no erenta to call up 
the higher paeaons, — when every talent is allured into the imme- 
diate service of a prosperous and improving society, — and when wit, 
taste, diffused literature, and fastidious criticism, combine to deter 
the young writer from the more arduous enterprises of poetical 
ganius. In such an age, every art becomes rational. Reason is the 
power which preades in a calm. But reason guides, rather than 
impels ; and, though it must regulate every exertion of genius, it 
never can rouse it to vigorous action . 

' ' The school of Dryden and Pope, which prevailed till a very late 
period of the last century, is neither the most poetical nor the most 
national part of our literary annals. These great poets sometimes, 
indeed, ventured into tho regions of pure poetry ; but their general 
character is, that ' not in fancy's maie fiicy wandered long ; ' and 
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that thoy rather approached the elegant correctness of oar oonti- 
nenfa] neighbors, than supported tlie daring Sight, which, in tliQ 
former age, had home English poetry lo a sublimer elevation than 
that of any other modern people of the West. 

" Towards the middle of the century, great, though quiet clianges, 
began to manirust themBclvea in the republic of letters in every Euro- 
pean nation which retained any portion of mental activity. About 
that time, the esoluaive authorily of our great rhyming poets began 
to be weakened, while new taetcs and fashions began to show them- 
Bjlves in the political world. A BchooL of poetry must have prevailed 
long enough to be probably on the verge of downfall, before its prac- 
tice is embodied in a correspondent system of criticism . 

" Johnson was the critic of our second poetical school. As far aa 
his prejudices of a political or religious kind did not disqualify him 
for all criticism, he was a«3mirably fitted by nature to be the critic 
of this species of poetry. Without more imagination, sensibility or 
delicacy, than it required, — not always with perhaps quite enough 
for ifa higher parts, — he possessed sagacity, shrewdness, experience, 
knowledge of mankind, a taflte for rational and orderly compositions, 
and a diapoMtion to accept, instead of poetry, that lofty and vigorous 
declamation in harmonious verse, of which he himself was capable, 
and to which his great master sometimes descended. His spontane- 
ous admiration scarcely soared above Dryden. ' Merit of a loftier 
class he rather saw than felt.' Shakspeare has transcendent excel- 
lence of every sort, and for every critic, escept those ho are repelled 
by the fitults which usually attend sublime virtues — ha a te and 
manners, morality and prudence, as well as iigaj, ry and passi n 
Johnson did, indeed, perform a vigorous act of I t. n j t 
towards Milton ; but it was a proof, to use his own w rd that 

' Ab length our mighty hard's victoriuus Inja 



The deformities of the Life of Gray ought not to be ascribed to jeal- 
ousy, — for Johnson's mind, though coarse, was not mean, — but to 
the prejudices of hb nniver^ty, his political faction, and his poetical 
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sect ; and thia last tigotry ia tto moTO remarkable, because it is 
exerted gainst tlie most ekilful and tasteful of innoyators, who, in 
reviving more poetical subjects and a more splendid diction, has em- 
ployed more care and finish than those who aimed only at oorrect- 

" Tho interval which elapsed between the death of Goldsmith and 
the riae of Cowper is perhaps moro barren than any other twelve 
years in the history of our poetry since the aceeseion of Elizabeth. 
It seemed as if the fertile soil was at length exhausted. But it had 
in faot only ceased to eshibit its accustomed produce. The estab- 
lished poetry had worn out either its ovra resources, or the constancy 
of ita readers. Former attempts to introduce novelty had been either 
too weak or too early. Neither the beautiful fancy of Collins, nor 
the learned and iogeniona industry of Warton, nor even the union 
of sublime genius with consummate art in Gray, had produced a 
general cliange in poetical comporition. But the fulness of time was 
approaching ; and a revolution has been accomplished, of which the 
commencement nearly coincides — not, as we conceive, accidentally 
— with that of the political revolution which has changed the char- 
acter, as well as the condition, of Europe. It has been a thousEind 
timea observed, that nations become weary even of excellence, and 
seek a new way of writing, though it should be a worse. But, beades 
the operation of satiety, — the general cause of literary revolutions, — 
several particular circumstances seem to have affected the late changes 
of our poetical taste ; of which, two are more conspicuous than the 

" In the natural progress of society, the songs whioh are thcefiiiBion 
of the feelings of a rude tribe are gradually polished into a form of 
poetry stjll retaining the marks of the national opinions, sentiments 
and manners, from which it originally sprung. The plants are im- 
proved by cultivation ; but they are still the native produce of tlie 
soil. The only perfect example which we know, of this sort, ia 
Greece. Knowledge and useful art, and perhaps in a great measure 
religion, the Greeks received from the East ; but, as they studied no 
foreign language, it was imposable that any foreign literature should 
influence the progress of theirs. Not even the name of a Persian, 
Assyrian, Phenieian, or Egyptian poet ia alluded to by any Greek 
writer. The Greek poetry waa, tlioroforo, wholly national. The 
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Pelagic ballade were inieosibly formed into Epic, and Tragic, iind 
Ljrio poflma ; but the heroes, the opiniona, and the customs, eon- 
tinued as osclusivoly Grecian as they had been when the Hellenio 
mmsttob knew little hayond the Adriatic and the ^gean. The lit- 
erature of Borne waa a copy from that of Greece. "When the clasBi- 
cal studies revived amid the chiyalrous manners and feudal institu- 
tions of Gothic Europe, the imitation of ancient poets stru^led 
against the power of modem sentiments, with various event, in 
different times and countries, but everywhere in such a manner as 
t« give somewhat of an artificial and exotic character to poetry. 
Jupiter and the Muses appeared in the poems of Christian nations. 
The feelings and principles of democracies were copied by the gentle- 
men of Teutonin monarchies or arislixiraci«e. Tlie sentiments of the 
poet in his verse were not those which actuated him in his conduct. 
- The forms and rules of compodtion were borrowed from antiquity, 
instead of spontanGOUsIy arimng from the manner of thinking of 
modem communitiea. In Italy, when letters first revived, the chiv- 
alrous principle was too near the period of its full vigor to be 
Oppressed by his foreign learning. Ancient ornaments were bor- 
rowed ; but the romantic form was prevalent ; and where the forms 
were classical, the spirit continued to tie romantic. The structure 
of Tasso's poem vras that of the Grecian epic ; but his heroes were 
Christbn knights. French poetry, having been somewhat unac- 
countably late in its rise, and slow in its progress, reached its most 
brilliant period when all Europe had considerably lost its ancient 
characteristio principles, and vras fully imbued with elasMcal ideas. 
Hence it acquired feultiesa elegance ; hence also it became less 
natural, — more timid and more imitative, — more like a feeble 
translation of Roman poetry. The first age of English poetry, in 
the reign of Elizabeth, displayed a combination, fantastic enough, 
of chivalrous fancy and feeling with clasateal pedantry ; but, upon 
the whole, its native genius was unsubdued. The poems of that age, 
vrith all their faults, and partly perhaps from their faults, are the 
most national part of our poetry, as they undoubtedly contain its 
highest beauties. From the accession of James, to the Civil War, 
the glory of Shakspeare turned the whole national genius to the 
drama ; and, after the restoration, a new and clasdcal school arose, 
under whom our old and peculiar literature was abandoned, and 
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almost forgotten But ill imported tastes iu literature must be in 
Bomo measure auperficial Tho poetry which once grew in the bosoms 
of a peopl" w alnaye cipaW* of being rovived hy a skilful liand. 
When the brilliant and paignant lines of Pope began to pall on tho 
public ear, it ■was natural that we should revert to the cultivation of 
our indigenous poetry. 

" Nor was this the sole, or perhaps thechief agent which was work- 
ing a poetical change. As the condition and character of the former 
^G had produced an ai^umentative, didactic, sententious, prudential 
and satirical poetry, so the approaches to a new order (or rather at 
first disorder) in political society wore attended by correspondent 
movements in the poetical world. Bolder speculations began to pre- 
vail. A combination of the science and art of the tranquil period 
with the hardy enterprises of that which succeeded gave rise to 
scientific poems, in which a bold attempt waa made, by the mere 
force of diction, to give a political interest and olevatiou to tho cold- 
est parts of knowledge, and to those arts which have been hitherto 
considered as the meanest. Having been forced above their natural 
pla^e by thewonder at first elicited, they have not yet recovered from 
the subsequent depre^ion. Nor will a similar attempt be successful, 
without a more temperate use of power over style, till the diffuaon 
of physical knowledge renders it iamiliar to the popular imagina- 
tion, and tin tho prodigies worked by the mechanical arts shall have 
bestowed on them a character of grandeur. 

" As the agitation of men's minds approached the period of an 
explosion, its effects on literature become more visible. The dewre 
of strong emotion succeeded to the solicitude to avoid disgust. Fic- 
tions, both dramatic and narrative, were formed according to the 
school of Rousseau and Goethe. The mixture of comic and tragic 
pictures once more displayed itself, as in the ancient and national 
drama. The sublime and enei^etio feelings of devotion liegan to be 
more frequently associated with poetry. The tendency of polilical 
speculation concurred in directing the mind of the poet to the intense 
and undisguised passions of the uneducated, which fastidious polite- 
ness had eicludod from the subjects of poetical imitation. The his- 
tory of nations unlike ourselves, the fantastic mythology and fero- 
cious superstition of distant times and countries, or the legends of 
our own antique fiiith, and the romances of our bibulous and heroic 
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^es, became themes of poetry. Traws of a higher order of feeling 
appeared ia the contemplations in which the poet indulged, and iu 
the events and scenes which he delighted to describe. The firo with 
which a chivalrous tale was told made the reader inattentive to 
negligeneea in the atory or the stjle. Poetry became moce devout, 
more contemplative, more mystical, more Yisionary, — more alien 
from the taste of thtrae whose poetry is only a polifihed prosaic verse, 
more full of antique anperstition, and more prone to daring inno- 
vation. — painting botU coarser realities and purer imaginations 
than she had before hazarded, — sometimes buried in the profound 
quiet required by the dreams of fancy, sometimes turbalont and 
maitialj — Beeting 'fierce wars and faithful loves' in those times 
long past, when the frequency of the most dreadful dangers produced 
heroic energy and the ardor of Mthful affection. 

" Even the direction given to the traveller by tlie accidents of war 
has not been without its influence. Greece, the mother of freedom 
and of poetry in the "West, which had long employed only the anti- 
quary, the artist and the philologist, was at length destined, after 
an interval of many silent and inglorious ages, to awaken the genius 
of a poet. Full of enthusiasm for those perfect forms of heroism and 
liberty which his im^nation had placed in the recedes of antiquity, 
he gave vent to his impatience of the imperfections of living men and 
real institutions in an original strain of sublime satire, which clothes 
moral anger in imagery of an almost horrible grandeur ; and which, 
tliough it cannot coincide with the estimate of reason, yet could only 
flow from that worship of perfection which is the soul of all true 
poeti'y. 

" The tendency of poetry to become national was in more than one 
case remarkable. While the Scottish middle age inspired the most 
popular poet, perhaps, of the eighteenth century, the national genius 
of Ireland at lengtli found a poetical representative, whose esquisito 
ear, and flexible foncy, wantoned in al! the varieties of poetical lux- 
ury, from the levities to the fondness of love, from polished pleas- 
antry to ardent passion, and from the social joys of prirate life to a 
tender and mournful patriotism, taught by the melancholy fortunes 
of an illustrious country, — with a range adapted to every nerve in 
tlie composition of a people suBoeptiblo of all feelings which have the 
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color of generosity, and more esempt, probably, than any other from 
degrading and tmpoetical yiccs. 

" The failure of innumerable adventuiers is inevitable, in literary, 
as well as in political, revolutions. The inventot peldonj perfects his 
invenlion. The uncouthneea of the novelty, the clumsineaa with 
which it IB managed by an unpractised hand, and the dogmatical 
contempt of erideism natural to the pride and enthusiasm of the 
innovator, combine to expose him to ridicule, and generally termi- 
nate in liJB being admired (though warmly) by a few of his contem- 
poraries, remembered only occasionally in after times, and sup- 
planted in general estimation by more cautious and skilful imitators. 
With the very reverse of unfriendly feelings, we observe that errone- 
ous theories respecting poetical diction, — exclusive and prescriptive 
notions in criticism, wliich, in adding new provinces to poetry, would 
deprive her of ancient dominions and lawful insti-umenfa of rule, — 
and a neglect of that esirome regard to general sympathy, and eren 
accidental prejudice, which is necessary to guard poetical novelties 
against their natural enemy, the satirist, — have powerfully counter- 
acted an attempt, equally moral and philosophical, made by a vnitcr 
of undisputed poetical genius, to enlarge tlie territories of art, hy 
unfolding the poetical interest which lies latent in the common acts 
of the humblest men, and in the most ordinary modes of feeling, aa 
well as in the most familiar scenes of nature. 

" The various opinions which may naturally be formed of the merit 
of individual n-riters form no neeessnry part of our conwderation. 
We consider the present as one of the most flourishing periods of 
English poetry ; but those who condemn all contemporary poets 
need not on that account dissent from our speculations. It is suffi- 
cient to have proved the reality, and in part perhaps to have ex- 
plained the origin, of a literary revolution. At no time does the 
success of writers bear so uncertain a proportion to their genius, aa 
when the rules of judging and the habits of feeling are unsettled. 

" It is not uninteresting, even as a matter of speculation, to observe 
the fortune of a poem which, like Tlie Pleaaurca of Memory, appeared 
at the commencement of tliia literary revolution, without paying 
court to the revolutionary tsistes, or seeking distinction by resistance 
to them. It borrowed no aid either from prejudice or innovation. 
It neither copied the foshion of the age which was passing away, nor 
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offered any homage to the rifling novellJes. It resembles, onlj in 
meaBure, the poema of the eighteenth century, which wore written 
in heroic rhyme. Neither the brilliant Hententiousaesa of Pope, nor 
the frequent languor and negligence perhaps inseparable from the 
esquiwte nature of Goldsmith, could bo traced in a poem from 
vfhich tsste and labor equally banished wanncriflm and inequality. 
It waa patronized by no sect or fa«1ion. It waa neither imposed on 
th puhli by any literary cabal, nor forced into notice by the noiay 
anoT of nspicuous enomiea. Yet, destitute as it waa of every 
f re "H 1 Ip, it acquired a popularity originally yery great ; and 
■^^^n h las not only continued amidst eT:traordinary fluctuation of 
g n ral tost", bat has increased amid a suecesBion of formidable com- 
pet tora No production, so popular, was probably eror bo little 
cuiBured by criticism ; and thus is combined the applauao of contem- 
po anes th the suffrage of the representatives of posterity. 

It u n dlcBs to make extracts from a poem which is familiar to 
y e. d . In selection, indeed, no two readers would probably 
agree ; but the description of the Gypsiea, of the Boy quitting liis 
Father's house, and of the Savoyard recalling the mountainous 
scenery of his country, and ^e deeeriptiva commeneement of tho 
tale in Cumberland, have remained most deeply impressed on our 
minds. We should bo disposed to quot« the following verses, as not 
surpassed, in pure and chaste elegance, by any English lines : 

And Hope's delnaiye meteors cease to play ; 
When clouds on clouds the amiling prospect close. 
Still throBgh Ihe gloom thy star serenely glows 
Like yon fair orb she gilds the ttow of Sight 
IVith tlie mild magic uf refleoted light.' 

" The concludon of the fine pass^ on the Veterans at Greenwich 
and Chelsea has a pen^^-e dignity which beautifully corresponds 
with the scene : 



Ho,-.db, Google 



~- MEMOIR OF SAMUEL ROGERS. 

" And we cannot resdst the pleasure of quoting the mora], tender, 
and elegant lines which, close the poem ; 

> Lighter tlian air, Hope's samnior-risions fly. 
If bat a fleeting cloud obMnra tlia sky ; 
If but a beam of sober Itoason play, 
Lo ! Banoj'a fairy frost-work melts a«ay ! 
But can the wilea of Art, tho grasp of Power, 
Snatflh the rich relio3 of a well-spent hour i. 
These, when the ttombling spirit wmgs her flight. 
Pour round her path a stream of living light ; 
And gild those pure and perfect realms of rest, 
IVhare Vu-tue triumphs, and her sous are blest ! ' 

" The descriptive passages require, indeed, a closer inspection, and n 
more exercised eye, than those of somo celebrated contemporaries who 
saoriflce elegance to effect, and whose figures Bland out, in lx>!d relief, 
from tho general roughne^ of their more unfinished compositions ; 
and in the moral parts there is often discoverahle a Virgilian art, 
which suggests, rather than displays, the various and conlrasted 
scones of human life, and adds to thu power of language l)y a certain 
air of refiection and modesty, in the preference of measured terms to 
those of more apparent energy. 

" In the y%w from the House, the scene is neither delightful from 
very superior beauty, nor sfiiking by singularity, nor powerful from 
reminding us of towible passions or memorable deeds. It consists of 
the more ordinary of the beautiful features uf nature, npithcr exag- 
gerated nor represented with curious minuteness, but eiJiibited with 
picturesque elegance, in connection with tho^e tranquil emotions 
whbh they cail np in the calm order of a virtuous mind, in every 
condition of society and of life. The verses on the Torso are in a 
more severe style. The Fragment of a divine artist, which awakened 
the genius of Michael Angelo, seems to disdain ornament It would 
be difficult to name two small poems, by the same writer, in which 
he has attained such high dt^ees of kinds of excellence so dissimi- 
lar, as are seen in the Sick Chamber and the Butterfly. The fii-st 
has a truth of detail, which, conddered merely as painting, is admir- 
able ; but assumes a higher character, when it is felt to be that 
minuto remembrance with which affection recollects every circum- 
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stance that could have affected a beltived suffirer. Though the 
moralitj which coneludcB the aeoond be in itself very beautiful, it 
may be doubted whether the veraes would not have left a more un- 
mLsed delight, if the address hod remaioed as a mere sport of fancy, 
mthout the seriousness of an object, or an application. The verses 
wTitten in Wcetminatec Ablicy are surrounded by dangerous recol- 
loetioDS ; they aspire to commemorale Fox, aud to copy some of the 
grandest thoughts in the most sublime worli of Bossuet. Kothing 
can satisfy the expectation awakened by such names ; yet we are 
iVEsuted that there are some of them which would be envied by the 
best writers of this age. The soenary of Loch Long is among the 
grandest in Scotland ; and the description of it shows the power of 
feeling and painting. In this island the taste for nature has grown 
with the progress of refinement. It is most alive in those who are 
most brilliantly distinguished in social aud active life. It elevates 
the mind above the meanness which it might contract in the rival- 
ship for proisa ; and preserves those liabits of reflection and senrf- 
bility, which receive so many rude shocks in tht coareo contests of 
the worid. Not many summer hours can bo passed in the most 
moantMnous solitudes of Scotland, without meeting some who are 
worthy to be remembered witii the sublune objects of nature which 
they had travelled so lar to admire. 

" The most conspicuous of the novelties of this volume is tie poem, 
or poems, entitled ' Fragments of the Voyage of Columbus.' The 
ib]eit of this poem is, politically or philosophically couadered, 
mong the most impoi-tamt in tie annals of mankind. The intro- 
iuction of Christianity (humanly viewed), the irruption of the 
n rthem barbarians, the contest between the Christian and Mu^ul- 
min nations in Syria, the two inventions of gunpowder and printing, 
tho emancipation of the human understanding by the Reformation, 
the discovery of America, and of a maritime passage to Asia, in the 
last ton years of the fifteenth century, are the events which have 
produced tho greatest and most durable effects wnco the establish- 
ment of civilization, and the consequent commencement of authentic 
history. But the poetical capabilities of an event boar no proportion 
to historical importance. None of tho consequences that do not strike 
the senses or the fancy can interest the poet. The greatest of the 
transactions above enumerated is obviously incapable of entering into 
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poetry. Tha Crusades were not without permanent effects on tie 
state of men ; hut their poetical interest docs not arise from these 
effects, and it immeascirably surpasses them. 

" Whether the voyage of Columhus bo dcatioed to be forever inca- 
pable of hecoming thesubjoct of an epic poem, is a questiott which we 
have scarcely the means of answering. The fiuocesB of great writ«ra 
haa ofteD so little corresponded with the promise of their subject, 
that we might bo almost tempted to think the choice of a subject 
indifferent. The story of Hamlet, or of Paradise Lost, would before- 
hand have been pronounced to be unmanageable. Perhaps the genius 
of Shakspeare and of Milton has rather compensated for the incorri- 
^ble defects of ungrateful subjects, than conquered them. The 
course of ages may produce the poetical genius, the historical mate- 
rials and the national feelings, for an American epic poem. There 
is yet but one state in America, and that state is hardly become & 
nation. At some future period, when every part of the continent 
has Iieen the scene of memorable events, when the discovery and con- 
quest have receded int« that legendary dimness which allows fancy 
to mould them at her pleasure, tJio early history of America may 
afford scope for the genius of a thousand national poets ; and while 
some may soften tho cruelty which darkens the daring enei^ of 
Cortei and Pizarro, — while others may, in perhaps new forms of 
poetry, ennoble the paeiGe conquests of Pemi, — and while the gen- 
ius, the exploits, and the fate of Raleigh, may render his establish- 
ments probably the most alluring of Americaji subjects, every inhah- 
itant of the New World will turn his eyes with filial reverence towards 
Columbus, and regard with equal enthusiasm the voyage which laid 
the foundation of so many states, and peopled a continent with civil- 
iiied men. Most epic subjects, but eepeciallj such a subject as Colum- 
bus, require either the fire of an actor in the scene, or the religious 
reverence of a veiy distant posterity. Homer, as well as Erjilk and 
Camoens, show what may be done by an epic poet who himself feels 
the paeons of his heroes. It must not be denied that Virgil has 
borrowed a color of refinement from the court of Augustus, in painl^ 
ing the age of Priam and of Dido. Evander is a solitary and exqui- 
site model of primitive manners divested of grossnesB, without losing 
their simplicity. But to an European poet, in this age of the world, 
the Voyage of Columbus is too naked, and too exactly defined by his- 
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tory. It has no variety, — scaredy any sueecssion of events. It 
cooasta of one Hoene, during which two or tliree simple ^a^ona con- 
tinue in a state of the highest esdtement. It is& voyage with intense 
anxiety in evury bosom, controlled by magnanimous fortitude in tLo 
leader, and proiuoing among his followers a fear, — sometime eub- 
missive, eometimMi mutinous, always ignoble. It admits of no vari- 
ety of character, no unexpected revolutions. And even the issue 
though of unspeakable importance, and adnurably adapted to some 
kinds of poetry, is not an event of such ontwarf dignity and splendor 
as ought naturally to close lie active and brilliant course of an opio 

" It ia natural that the Fragments should give a epceimen of the 
marvellous, as well as of the other constituenls of epic fiction. We 
may observe that it is neither the intention nor the tendency of 
poetical machinery to supersede secondary causes, to fetter the will 
and to make human creatures appear as the mere instruments of 
destiny. It is introduced to satisfy that insatiable demand for a 
nature more exalted tian that whidi we know by experience, which 
creates all poetry, and which ia most active in its highest species, 
and in its most perfect productions. It is not to account for thoughts 
and feelings tiat superhuman agents are brought down upon earth ; 
It s rather 1 r the cmtrary purpose of hftingJJiem intoamyskri- 

B dignity bej nd the cognizance of rea^n.fThere is a material 
difference between the acts i^ h superior bemgs perform and the 
seniimenta wh ch thy ms}u^ It is true, that when a god fights 
at'^mat men {hero an be n5 unceitainty or anxiety, and conso- 
qutnUy lo interest al ut the event —unless, indeed, in the rude 
theology of Homer, where Minerva may animate the Greeks, while 
Mars excites the Trojans ; but it is quite otherwise with these divine 
persons inspiring passion, or represented as agents in the groat phe- 
nomena of nature. -Venus and Mars inspire love or valor ; they pve 
a noble origin and a dignified character to these sentiments ; but the 
sentiments tbemselvw act according to the laws of our nature ; and 
their celestial source has no tendency to impair their power over 
human sympathy. No event, which has not too much modern vnl- 
garity to be susceptible of alliance with poetry, can be incapable of 
being ennobled by that eminently poetical art which ascribes it eitlior 
to the Supreme Will, or to the agency of beings who are greater than 
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human. The wisdom of ColumliUB is neither Ipbb yenerable nor less 
hia own beeauae it is supposed to flow more directly than that of 
other wiss men from the inspiration of heaven. The mutiny of his 
eeaman is not leas interesting or formidable because the poet traces it 
to tie BU^estion of those malignant spirits ia whom the imagina- 
tion, independent of all theological doctrines, is naturally prone to 
personify and embo^ the causes of evil. 

" Unless, indeedffhe marvellous be a part of the popular creed at 
the period of the a«tioy the reader of a subsequent ^o will refuse 
to sympatliize with it. His poetical fa,ith is founded in sympathy 
with that of the poetical personsges. Still more ohjectiouablo is a 
inarvelloua influence neither believed in by the reader nor by the 
hero ; — like a great part of the machinery of the Henriade and the 
Lusiad, wliich, indeed, is not only absolutely ineffective, but rather 
disennobles heroic fiction, by association with light and frivolouB 
ideas. AU^orioal persons {if the^pression way be allowed) are 
only in the way to become agents. \The aJjstraction has received a 
faint outline of form ; but it has not yet acquired those individual 
marks and ^aracteristic peculiarities which render it a really ex- 
isting heinirJOn the other hand, the more suhlime parts of our 
own religion, and more especially thiae which are common to all 
religion, are too awful and too philosophical for poetical effect. If 
we except Paradise Lost, where all is supernatural, and where the 
ancestors of the human race are not strictly human beings, it must 
be owned that no successful attempt has been made to ally a human 
action with the sublimer principles of the Christian theology. Some 
opinions, which may, perhaps, without irreverence, bo said to bo 
rather appendages to the Chrisliaii system than essential parts of it, 
are in that sort of intermediate stat« which fits them for the purposes 
of poetry ; — sufficiently exalted (o ennoble the human actions with 
which they are blended, but not so exactly defined, nor so deeply 
revered, as to be inconsistent with the liberty of imagination. The 
guardian angels, In the project of Dryden, had the inconvenience of 
having never taken any deep root in popular belief ; the agency of 
evil spirits was firmly believed in the ago of Columbus. With the 
truth of facts poetry can have no concern ; but the truth of manners 
is necessaiy to its persons. If the minute investigations of the Notes 
to this poem had related to historical details, they would have been 
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insigtiifioant ; but they are ioteniled fo justify the humftn and the 
supernatural parts of it, by an appeal to the mauneiB and to the 
opiuioDs of the age. 

' ' Perhaps there is no Tolumo in our language of which it can he ao 
truly said as of the present that it is equally exempt from the frail- 
tias of negligence and the vices of affeefation. Exquisite poliah of 
style is, indeed, more admired by the artist than by the people. The 
gentle and elegant pleasure ■which it imparts can only be felt by a 
calm reason, an exercised taste, and a nund free from turbulent pas- 
sions. But these beauties of execution can exist only in combinadon 
with much of the primary beautira of thought and feeling ; and poets 
of the first rank depend on them for no small part of the perpetuity 
of their fame. In poetry, though not in eloquence, it is less to rouse ^ 
the pas^ons of a moment than to satisfy the taste of all ages. 

" In estimating the poetical rank of Mr. Refers, it must not be 
forgotten that popularity nerer can arise from el^ance alone. The 
vices of a poem may render it popular ; and virtues of a faint char- 
acter may be Bufficiont to preserve a languishing and cold reputation. 
But, to bo both popular poets and classical writers is the rare lot of 
iliose few who are released from all solicitude about their literary 
fame. It often happens to successful writers that the lustre of tiieir 
first productions throws a temporary cloud over some of those wliich 
follow. Of all literary misfortunes, this is the most easily endured, 
and the most speedily repaired. It is generally no more than a 
momentary illusion produced by disappointed admiration, which 
expected more froni the talents of the admired writer than any tal- 
ents could perform. Mr. Rogers baa long passed that period of 
probation during which it may be excusable to feel some painful 
solicitude about the reception of every new work. Wliatever may 
be the rant asagned hereafter to his writings, when compared with 
each other, the writer has most certainly taken his place among the 
clasMcal poets of hia country." 

This was, no doubt, a very acceptable o&et to a critique on the 
same poem which had found its way into the Quarterly Review for 
the month of JIareh, in the same year. It was written by Mr. 
Ward, afterwards Lord Dudley, and was alluded to many years 
afterwards by the Quarterli/, as a " masterpiece of damning by fnint 
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praise," The reriew nettled the poet not a little, as we learn from 
a letter of Byron's, written in September : 

" Eogeis has returned to townj but not jet recovered of the Quar- 
terly. "What felluws these reviewers are ! ' These bojs do fear us 
all ! ' They made you flght, and me (the milMest of men) a satirist, 
and will end by making Rogers madder than Ajas. I hare been 
reading Memory again, the other day, and Hope together, and retain 
all my prefereneo of the fgrmer. His eteganee is really wonderful ; 
there is no such thing aa a vulgar line in the book. " • Et^rs 
wants me to go with him on a crusatle to the Laica, and to besiege 
you on our way. This last is a great temptation, but I fear it will 
not be in my power, unless you would go on with ono of us some- 
where — no matter where. 

" P. S. No letter — n'imports. Rogers thinks the Quarterly will 
be at jne this time ; if so, it shall be a war of estermination — no 
gvarter. From the youngest devil down to the oldest woman of that 
review, all shall perish by one fatal lampoon. The ties of nature 
shall be torn asunder, for I will not even spare my bookseller ; nay, 
if one were to include readers also, all the better." 

Wo do not know if this review prompted a celebrated epigram 
upon ils author by the offended poet, or if the epigram prompted 
the review. From an allusion to it in Medwin's Conversations with 
Lord Byron, we should ima^ne that the poet revenged himself by 
the satire ; but from an alluMon in the Quarterly Beview we infer 
that Rogers was the first offender. " Rogers is the only man," said 
his lordship to Captain Modwin, " who can write epigrams, and sharp 
bone^utters, too, in two lines." For instance, that on an M.P. who 
had reviewed his book, and said he wrote Tcry well for a banker : 



The Quarterly says that Ward would sometimes quote this dis- 
tich, admit the point, and return usually a Euland for an Oliver- 
But even Mr. Ward did not fail to recognize the position which the 
poet had already secured by The Pleasures of Memory. " The first 
poem in this collection," he says, " does not fell within the provineo 
of our criUcism. It has been published many years, and has ac- 
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quired that sort of popularity whicli is, perhaps, more dcciMve than 
any other single tot of merit. It has been generally admired, and, 
what ia not always a certain consequence of teing admired, it has 
been generally read. The circulation of it has not been confined to 
the highly-educated and critical part of the public, but it has re- 
ceived the apphiuse which to works of the imagination is quite as 
flattering, — of that far more numerous class, who, without attempts 
ing to judge by accurate and philosophical rules, read poetry only 
for the pleasure it affords them, and praise because they are delighted. 
It is to be found in all librariea, and in most parlor windows." In. 
another part of the review, the critic says, " Endowed with an ear 
naturally correct, and attuned by practice to tho measures of his 
fiivoritfi masters, nice to tho very verge of fastidionaueBs, accurate 
almost to minutenes a. habitaallv attentive to the finer turns of es- 
pression and the more delicate shades of thouaUt-M r. Sogers was 
always harmonious, always graceful, and ^ffen pathe^r>JiutTiiB 
hfiUjJicB are all J)^,^jg^of eypention and detail, arJMng frjiaLihe, 



jjjjjjijjjaith infinite care and selection, and appTied with n 
ju^jdj^ent, and with the refined iendcmesa of a polished and feeling 

"We must now cite a few sentences in a different vein, to show how 
far the QuaHerly was right in its estimate of this erilique, and to 
what extent it might well hare annoyed tho poet. ' ' We have always 
been desirous," says the reviewer, after alluding to the poet's early 
productions, " to see something more from the hand of an author 
whose first appearance was so auspicious. But year after year 
roiled on, and we began to fear that indolence, the occupations of a 
busy life, or the dread of detracting from a reputation already so 
high, would forever prevent our wishes from being gratified. We 
were, therefore, both phased and surprised when, upon accidentally 
tailing up the last edition of Mr. Rogers' poem, we found that it was 
enriched, not only with sev^al very elegant wooden cuts, but with an 
entirely new performance in eleven cantos, called ' Fragmenla of a 
Poem on the Voyage of Colnmbne.' " 

After a minute analysis of tho poem, tho critic thus sums up its 
merits and faults : " Still, however, and with all its defects both 
of subject and of eiecution, the poem is by no means undeserving 
3* 
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attention. Mr. Rogers has not been able fo depart from hi'a former 
nianner, that which use had made natural to him, bo much as he, 
perhaps, intended. Ho ia often himself, in spite of himself Habit, 
good taste and an esquiaite oat, are constantly Iiringiug hmt t>aok to 
the right path, eyen when he had set out wili a resolution to wander 
from it. Hence, though the poem will not bear to be looked at as a 
whole, and though there nms through it an atlectation of beauties 
which it is not in tho author's power to produce, jet it eonbiiiis 
paasagea of such merit as would amply repay the trouble of reading 
a much larger and more faulty work. It will be the more pleadng 
part of our task to select a few of them, with an assurance to our 
readers that they are not the only ones, and with a strong recom- 
mendation to read the whole, — a recommendation with which they 
will very easily comply, as the poem does not exceed seven or eight 
hundred lines." 

In this connection the ■following contemporaneous memoranda of 
Lord Byron's, touching the poet and his crilio, will be read with 
interest : 

"iViwi. 22, 1813. — Rogers is silent; and, it ia said, severe. When 
he does talk, he talks well ; and, on all subjects of taste, his delicacy 
of espreasion is pure as his poetry. If yoa enter his house, his draw- 
ing-room, his library, you of yourself say, this is not the dwelling of 
a common mind. There is not a gem, a coin, a book thrown aside 
on his chimney-piece, his eofo, his table, that does not bespeak an 
almost fiiatidious elegance in the possessor. But this yery delicacy 
must be the misery of his esistence. 0, the jarrings his disposition 
must liaye encountered through life '. 

" Nos. 23. —Ward. I like Ward. By Mahomet ! I begin to 
think I like ererybody, — a disposition not to be encouraged ; a sort 
of social gluttony that swallows everything set before it. But I like 
Ward. Ho is piquant ; anil, in my opinion, will stand very high in 
the house, and everywhere else, if he applies regulnrly. By the by, 
I dine with liim to-morrow, which may have some influence on my 
opinion. It is as well not to trust one's gratitude after dinner. 1 
have heard many a host libelled by his guests, with his Burgundy 
yet reeking on their rascally lips." 

In 1814 the poem of Jacqueline appeared, in the same volume with 
the Lara of Lord Byron. 
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" Rt^eia and I," wrote his lordsMp to Moore, in July, 1B14, 
" liare almost coalesced into a joint inva^on of the pul)lie. Whether 
it will tttko place or not, I do not yet know ; and I am afraid Jac- 
queline (which h very heautiful) will ho in bad company. But in 
this case the lady will not ho the sufferer." To the author he had 
written a few days previoualy : " You could not have made me a 
more acceptable present than Jacqueline ; she is all grace, and eoft- 
neea, and poetry ; there is eo much of the last that we do not feel 
the want of story, which is ample, jot enough. I wonder that you 
do not oftener unbend to more of the same kind. I have some sym- 
pathy with the softer affections, though Tcry little in my way ; and 
no one can depict them eo truly and succeesfully as yourself. I haye 
half a mind to pay you in Hud, or rather «n-kind, for I have juet 
' supped full of horror 'in two cantoa of darkness and dismay," In 
August he wrote to Moore, " Rogers I have not seen, but Larry and 
Jacky came out a few days ago. Of their effect I know nothing." 
He adds in the same letter, " Murray talks of divorcing Larry and 
Jacky, — a bad sign for the authors, who, I suppose, will be divorced 
too, and throw the blame upon one another. Seriously, I don't 
care a cigar about it, and I don't see why Sam should." 

" I believe I told you of Larry and Jacky," he again wrote to 
Moore. " A friend of mine was reading — at least a friend of his 
was rea^iing — said I.arry and Jacky, in a Brighton coach. A pas- 
senger took up the book, and queried as to theauthor. The proprie- 
tor said ' there were Iwo,' to which the answer of the unknown was 
' Ay, ay, a joint concern, I suppose ; summat like Stemhold and 
Hopkins.' Is not this esceJlont 1 I would not have missed the ' vile 
comparison ' to have 'soaped being one of the ' arcades ambo, et can- 
tare pares.' " 

Byron seems to have lived on terms of the most cordial intimacy 
with Rogers, who is one of the few persons of whom he always spoke 
with kindness and respect. The full-length portrait of his lordship, 
by Sanders, was presented to him. " You are one of the few per- 
sons," Byion wrote to him in March, 1816, "with whom I have lived 
in what is called intimacy." " It is a considerable time," Byron 
wrote in the year following, " since I wrote to you last, and I hardly 
know why I should trouble you now, except that I think you iviU not 
be sorry to hear from me now and then. Yon and I vwe never 



Hcssdb, Google 



MEMOIR OF SAMUEL ROGERS. 



His diaries and letters frequently refer to their Booial meeting. 
" On Tuesday last," he writes under date of March 6, 1814. " I 
dined with Eogers, — Madame de Stael, Mackintosh, Sheridan, Brs- 
kine and Payne Knight, lady Donegal and Miss E., there. Sheri- 
dan told a very good story of himeelf and Madame de Eecamier's 
handkercliief; Erekine a few etoriea of himself only. • • The 
party went off very well, and tlie fish was very much to my gusto. 
But we got up too soon after the women ; and Mrs. Oorinne always 
lingers so long after dinner, that we wish her in the drawing- 
room." The nest week he makes another entry. "On Tuesday 
dined with Rogers, Mackintosh, Sheridan, Sharps, — much talk and 
good, all except my own little prattlement. Much of old times, 
Hornc Tooke, the Trials, evidence of Sheridan, and anecdotes of 
those timea, when 7, alas ! was an in&nt." 

Of the nature of the relations between his lordship, Rogers, and 
their common friend Moore, the last mentioned gives ug a vivid im- 
pression in his account of an evening in St JauiPs street We quote 
ftom Moore's life of Byron 

"Among the many gay hours we pi'sed fogcth'r this sjiing 
(1813), I remember particularly tht, -wild flow oi his spu^its one 
evening, when we had at/.ompamed Mr Eogers home from some 
early assembly, and when Loid Byron, who, acxirdmg to his fre 
quent custom, had not dined for the last two days, found his hunger 
no longer governable, and calbd aloud for ' something to eat.' Our 
repast, of his own choosing, was simple bread and cheese ; and sel- 
dom Iiave I parbiken of so joyous a supper. It happened that our 
host had just received a presentation copy of a volume of poems, 
written professedly in imitation of the old English wrifers, and con- 
taining, like many of these models, a good deal that was striking and 
beautiful, mised up with much that was trifling, fantastic and ab- 
surd. In our mood at the moment, it was only with these latter 
qualities that either Lord Byron or I felt disposed to indulge our- 
Bclves ; and, in turning over the pages, wo found, it must be owned, 
abundant matter for mirth. In vain did Mr. Rogers, in justice to 
the author, endeayor to direct our attention to some of the beauties 
of the work. It suited better our purpose (as is too often the case 
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■with more deliberate critics), to pounce onlj on sncli passagtis as 
minietared to the laughing humor thnt pOBSfesed ua. In this sort of 
hunt through the volume, we at length lighted on the discovery that 
our host, in addition to hia ducerc approhation of some of its con- 
tents, had also the motive of gratitude for standing by its author, as 
one of tlie poems was a warm, and, I need not add, well-deserved 
panegyric on himself. IVe were, however, too far gone in nonsense, 
for even this eulogy, in whi^h we both heartily agreed, to stop us. 
The opening line of the poem was, as well as 1 can recollect, ' When 
Rogers o'er this labor bent.' And Lord Bjron undertook to read it 
aloud : but he ibnnd it impossible to get beyond the first two words. 
Our laughter had now inoroaaed to auch a pitch that nothing could 
restrain it. Two or three times he began ; but no sooner had the 
words ' When Bogera ' passed his lips, than our fit barst forth afresh , 
till even Mr. Rogers himself, with all his feeling of our injustice, 
found it impossible not to join us ; and we were, at last, all three in 
such a state of inextinguishable laughter, that, had the author him- 
self been of the party, I question much whether he could have resisted 
the infection." 

Byron alwa^ entertained and espresaed an elevated opinion of 
Rogers as a man of taste and genius. In one of his letters to Moore 
he says, " I wrote to Rogers the other day, with a message to you, 
I hope that he flourishes. He is theXithonus of poetry, — immortal 
already. Xou and I must wait for it." Again ho says, " Will you 
remember me to Rogers 1 — whom I presume to bo flourishing, and 
whom I regard as oar poetical papa. You are hia lawful son, and 
1 his illegitimate." So in his journal, under date of November 2-1, 
1813, Byron writes: 

" I have not answered W. Scott's last letter, but I will. 1 regret 
to liear from others that he has lately been unfortunate in pecuniary 
involvements. He is, undoubtedly, the Monarch of Parnassus, and 
the most English of bards. I should place Rogers next in the living 
list (I value him more as the last of the best school); Moore and 
Campbell, both third ; Southey and Wordsworth and Coleridge ; the 
rest, 1)1 TiaU.o! — thus : 
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W. Scott. 




Bikers seems to have cultivated the kiodest personal reladonB with 
most of his distiDguished poetical contemporaries. He waa on the 
most friendly terms with Campbell, who speaks with cordial warmth 
of the generosity and kindliness of his nature, and his constant search 
for opportunities of manifesting his benevolence of disposition. With 
Orabbe, also, he was intimate. This " sternest painter " of nature 
was introduced to the familj of Landsdowne by Bowlea, the friend 
of his latter Hays ; and here he became the acquwntanco and friend 
of Rogers, who invited him to pay a summer vimt to London. " lie 
accepted this invitation, and, taking lodgings near his new friend's 
residence, in St. James' Place, was cordially welcomed by the circle 
distinguished in politics, fashion, science, art and literature, of which 
Mr. E. was himself tho brightest ornament." The following mem- 
oranda from Crabbe'3 diary show how laj^ely he was indebted to 
the attentions of Eogors for the enjoyment of his London visit ; 

" June 2i, 181T. — Mr. Rogers, his brother and family. Mr. and 
Mis. Moore, very agreeable and pleasant people. Foscolo, tho Ital- 
ian gentleman. Dante, &o. Play, Kemble in Coriolanus. 

"2f)lh. — Mr. Rogers, and the usaal company, at breakfast. Lady 
Holland comes and takes me to Holland House. " * Meet Mr. 
Campbell. Mr. Moore with us. Mr. Rogers joins us in the course 
of the day. 

"2TiA. — Breakfast with Mr. Brougham and Lady Holland. Lord 
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Holland to speak at Kemtle's retiring, at the meeting at Freemason's 
Tavern, to-morrow DifEiultj of procuring me an adraiBaion ticket, 
as all are distributtd Trial made by somebody, I knew not who, — 
foiled. This refre>"entpd to Lady Holland, who makes no reply. 
Morning, interview with Mr Brougham. Mr. Campbell's letter. 
He invites us to byd' nham I refer it to Mr. Rogers and Mr. Moore. 
Return to town The p6rtt.r delivers to me a paper containing tho 
admission ticket, procured by Lady Holland's means ; whether re- 
quest or command, I know not, CaU on Mr. Rogers. TVe go to 
the Freemason's Tavern. The room filled. Wo find a plaeo about 
half-way down the common seats, but not where the managers dine, 
above the steps. By us, Mr. Smith, one of the authors of the Re- 
jected Addresses. Known, but no introduction. Mr. Perry, editor 
of the Morning Chronicle, and Mr. Campbell, find us, and wo are 
invited into the committee room. Kemble, Perry, Lord Erskine, Mr. 
Moore, Lord Holland, Lord Ossory, whom I saw at Holland House. 
Dinner announced. Music. Lord Erskine ats between me and a 
young man whom I find to be a son of Boswell. Lord Holland's 
speech after dinner. The ode recited. Campliell's speech. Kembie's 
— Talma's. We leave the company, and go to Vauihall to meet Miss 
Rogers and her party. Stay late. 

"28lk. — Go to St. James' Place. Lord Byron's new works, Man- 
fred and Taseo's Lament, " * 

"2!)(A. — Breakfast at the coffee-house in Pall Mall, and go to Mr. 
Rogers and family. Agree to dine, and then join their party after 
dinner. 

" 'iOth. — First hour at Mr. Murray's. A much younger and more 
lively man than I had imi^ined. A handsome drawing-room, where 
he receives his friends, usually from two to five o'clock. Pictures by 
Phillips of Lord Byron, Mr. Scott, Mr. Southey, Mr, Campbell, 
Rogers (yet unfinished), Moore, by Lavfrence (his last picture). 
Mr. Murray wishes me to ^t. Advise with Mr. Rogers. He recom- 
mends. 

" July 1st. — I foresee a long train of engagements. Dine with. 
Mr. Rogers. Company : Kemble, Lord Erskine, Lord Gssory, Sir 
George Beaumont, Mr. Campbell and Mr. Moore. Misa R. retires 
fiarly, and is not seen any more at home. Meet her at the gallery in 
Pall MaU, with Mr. Westall. 
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" 2rf. — Duke of Rutland, listof picturw bumed at Belvoir Cas- 
tle. Dine at Sydenham with Mr. and Mis. Camptell, Mr. Mooro 
and Mr. KogerB. Poet's Club. 

" 4M.— Morning view, and walk with Mr. Hebor and Mr. Stan- 
hope. Afterwards, Mr. Rogers, Lady S., Lady n. A good picture, 
if I date draw it aocotately ; to place in lower life would lose the 
peculiarities which depend upon their station ; yet, ia any station. 
Return with Mr. Rogers. Dine at Landsdowno Honso. Sir Jajnea 
Mackintosh, Mr. Grenville, elder brother to Lord GrenTillo. • • 

" 6(A. — CaU at Mr. Rogers', and go to Lady Spencer. Go with 
Mr. Rogers to dine at Highbury with his brother and family. Misa 
Rogers the same at Highbury aa in town. • • Mr. Kogots says 
I must dine witli him tomorrow, and that I consented when I was 
at Sydenham ; and now certainly they expect me at Hampstead, 
t!iough I have made no promise. 

"7(A. — Dinner at Mr. Rogers', with Mr. Moore and Mr, Camp- 
bell, Lord Strangford and Mr. Spencer. 

" lith. — Qo to Mr. Rogers', and take a farewell visit to Ifigh- 

bury. Mies Rogers. Promise to go when . Return early. 

Dine there, and purpose to see Mr. Mooro and Mr. Rogers in tho 
morning when they set out for Calais. 

" 15th. — Was too late this morning. Messrs. Rogers and Mooro 
wore gone. Go to church at St. James'. The sermon good ; hut 
the preacher thought proper to apologize for a severity wliich he had 
not used. Write some lines ia the solitude of Somerset House, not 
fifty yards from the Thames on one eide, and the Strand on the other; 
but as quiet aa the aanda of Arabia. I am not quite in good humor 
with this day ; but, happily, I cannot say why." 

The dinner at Sydenham, alluded to under the] date of July 2d, 
made a lasting imprcwion on more than one of tho parly ; and Moore 
has immortalized it in ono of hia most graceful and exquisite poems, 
the Verses to tho Poet Crabbe's Inkstand. We transcribe the stan- 
ssae in which the poet describes the subject of this sketch : 

" How fresMj dotli my mind racall, 

'Mong the few daya I 'to known with thee. 
One that most buojantlj of all 
Floata in the wake of memorj r 
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" WhsQ lie, the poet, doubly graced 
In life, aa in hLs perfect atrain, 
With that pare, mellowing power of Taste, 
Withoot tthioU FaDOy ehlnee in Tain ; 

" Who in his page will learn behinil. 
Pregnant with genius though it be, 
But bairtlie treasures of a mind, 
Where Senao o'er oil holds mastery ; 

" Friend of long years '. of friendsiip tried 
Through many a bright and dark event ; 
In doubts, my judge ; in taste, my guide ; 
In all, my stay and ornament ! 

" lie, too, was of our feast that day. 

And all were guests of one whoaa hand 
Bath abed a new and deathless ray 
Around the lyre of this great lajid ; 

" In whose seo-odea — as in those shells 



In 1819 EogerB appeared again before the world of lettera, with 
tho poem, entitled Human Life,, which found a friendly critic in the 
accompliahed editor of the Ediniurgh Review. From his beautiful 
article we copy the following extracts ; 

" These are very sweet verses. They do not, indeed, slir the spirit 
like the strong lines of Byron, nor make our hearts dance witJiin ub, 
like the inspiring strains of Scott ; but they come over us with a 
bewitching softness that, in certain moods, is still more delightful, 
and soothe the troubled spirits with a refreshing sense of truth, 
purity, and elegance. They are penaive rather than passionate ; 
and more full of wisdom and tenderness than of high flights of fancy, 
or overwhelming bursts of emotion ; while they are moulded into 
grace at least as much by the effect of the moral beauties they dis- 
close, as by the taste and judgment with which they are constructed. 

" The theme is HmAS Life ! — not only ' the subject of all verso,' 
but the great centre and source of all interest in the works of human 
beings, to which both verse and prose invariably bring us hack, 
i 
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when they succeed in riveting our attentioE,or rousing onr emo- 
tions, and wliich turns everything into poetry to which its senaibili- 
ties can be ascribed, or bj which its vicissitudea can be suggested ! 
Yet it ia not by any meana to that which, in ordinary language, is 
termed the poelij or the romance of human life, that the present 
work is directed. The life which it endeavors to set before us is not 
life diversified with strange adventurea, embodied in extraordinary 
charaetera, or agitated with turbulent pafisions; not the life of war- 
like paladins, or desperate lovers, or aublime ruffians, or piping shep- 
herda, or sentimental savages, or bloody bigots, or preaching ped- 
lars, or conquerors, poets, or any other species of madmen ; but tlio 
ordinary, practical, and amiable life of sooiul, intelligent and affec- 
tionate men in the upper ranks of aociely, — such, in short, aa mnlti- 
tii.dea may be seen living ei'ery day in this country ; for the picture 
is entirely English, and though not perhaps in the choice of every 
one, yet open to the judgment, and familiar to the sympathies, of 
all. It contains, of course, no story, and no individual characters. 
It is properly and peculiarly contemplative, and consists in a series 
of reflections on our mysterious nature and condition upon earth, 
and on the marvellous though unnoticed changes which the ordi- 
nary course of our osistence ia continually bringing about in our 
being. Its marking peculiarity in this reapect is, that it is free from 
the least alloy of acrimony or harah judgment, and deals not at all, 
indeed, in any species of satirical or sarcastic remark. The poet looks 
here on man, and teaches us to look on him, not merely with love, 
but with reverencft ; and, mingling a sort of considerate pity for the 
shortness of his busy little career, and the disappointments and weak- 
nessea by which it is beset with a ^ nuine admiration of the great 
capacities he unfolds, and the high destiny to wl ith lie seems to be 
reserved, works out a very boautiful and eng^ing [ ieture, both of 
the affections by which hfr is endeared tli tri lU to which it is 
esposed, and tlie pure and ptaw-lul enicymenta with whicii it may 
often be filled, 

" This, afler all, we Iwlieve ii the tone of true wisdom and true 
virtue ; and that to which all good natures draw nearer, as they 
approach the close of life, and come to act less, and to know and to 
meditate more, on the varying and crowded scene of hnman esist- 
cnee. "When the inordinate hopes of early youth, which provoke 
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their own diBappointment, have been aobered down hy longer experi- 
ence and more estonded viowe ; when tlie keen contentions, and eager 
rivalries, which emplojud our riper age, have expired or been aban- 
doned ; when we iiave seen, year after year, the objects of our fiercoKt 
hostility, and of our fondest affeetiona, lie down together ia the hal- 
lowed peace of the grave ; when ordinary pleasures and amusementa 
b^in to be insipid, nnd the gay deriaion which seasoned them to 
appear flat and importunate ; when we reflect how often we have 
mourned and been comforted ; what oppoMte opinions we have suc- 
cce^vely maintained and abandoned ; to wliat inconeiBtent habita we 
have gradually been formed, and how frequently the objects of our 
pride have proved the Bourees of our shame, — we are naturally led to 
recur to the careless days of our childhood, and, from that distant 
starting place, to retrace the whole of our career, and that of our 
contemporarieis, with feelings of fiir greater humility and indulgence 
than those by which it had been actually accompanied ; — to think 
all vain but aifection and honor, the simplest and cheapest pleasures 
the truest and most precious, and generosity of sentiment the only 
mental superiority which ought either to be wished for or admired. 

' ' We are aware that we have said ' something too much of this ; ' 
and that oar readers would probably have been more edified, as well 
as more delighted, by Mr. Rogers' test, than with our proaehment 
upon it. But we were anxious to eonvey to them our sense of the 
spirit in which Ibis poem is written ; — and conceive, indeed, that 
what we have now said falls more strictly within the line of our 
critical duty than our general remarks can always he ^id to do ; 
because the true character and poetical effect of the work seems, in 
this instance, to depend much more on its moral expression than on 
any of i(a merely literary qualities. 

" The author, perhaps, may not Uiinkit any compliment to be thus 
told that his verses are likely to ha greater favorites with the old 
than with the young; — and yet it is no small compliment, we think, 
to say that they are likely to be more fevorites with Lis readers every 
year they live. And it is, at all events, true, whether it be a compli- 
ment or not, that as readers of all ages, if they are any way worth 
pleasing, have little glimpses and occasional visitations of those 
truths which longer experience only renders more familiar, so no 
works ever sink so deep into amiable minds, or recur so often to their 
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remembrance, as those which embody Bimple, and solemn, and recon- 
ciling truths, in emphatic and elegant language, and anticipate, aa 
it were, and hring out with effect, thoso salutary lessons which it 
seems to be the great end of our life to inculcate. The pictures of 
■violent passion and f«iTib!e emotion, the breathing chaiactera, the 
splendid imagery and bewitching fancy, of Shakspoare himself, are 
lefiS frequently recalled, than tliose grca,t moral a]>horiBms in which 
he has 60 often , 



and, in spite of all that may be said, by grave peiBons, of the friTO- 
lousnesB of poetry, and of its admirers, we are persuaded that the 
moat memorable and the most generally admired of all its produc- 
tiona are tboss which are chiefly recommended by that deep prac- 
tised wisdom, and their coincidence with those salutary imitations 
with which nature herself seems to f arnbh us from the passing scenes 
of our existence. 

" The literary character of the work is akin to its moral character ; 
and the diction is as soft, elegant and simple, as the sentiments are 
generous and trvlSk The whole piece, indeed, is throughout in admir- 
"TBllle keepng ; aiff its beauties, though of a delicate, rather than an 
obtru^ve character, set off each other, to an attentive observer, by the 
skill with which they are harmonized, and the sweetness with which 
they slide into each other. The outline, perhaps, is oflcn rather 
timidly drawn, and tliere is an occa,6ional want of force and bril- 
liani^ in the coloring ; which we are rather inclined to ascribe to 
the refined and somewhat fiiatidioas taste of the artist, than to any 
defect of skill or of power. We hare none of the broad and blaring 
tints of Scott, nor the startling c<»itraBta of &fron, nor t!ie anxious 
and endlessly repeated touch of Southey, but something which cornea 
much nearer to the soft and tender manner of Campbell ; with still 
more reserve and caution, perhaps, and more frequent sacrifices of 
strong and popular effect to an abhorrence of glaring beauties, and 
a, disdain of vulgar resources." 

Soon aftra- this appearance as a poet, we find him acting in a char- 
aeter which he seems almost as much to have affected, — that of a 
peace-maker. Among the men of letters whom Dr. Parr visited in 
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Xjbndon, we are told by ono of his Hographera that he " always men- 
tioned with marked distioction Samuel Eogors, 'wliom he admired as 
a poet, and greatly esteemed as a friend." A clause in his ■will is 
in t)ie following words ; " I give a ring in token of high regard to 
Samuel Rogers, author of the jnstly celebrated poem, The Pleasures 
of Memory." Rogers had lieen the medium of reconciling the doctor 
to Sir James Mackintoah, with whom he had differed, aad ivhom ho 
first mot, after a lung eoldnes, at the hospitable board of the poet. 
The bi<^apherof Maekintosh, after alluding to this difference, says, 
" It may be interesting to mention that the occasion on which the 
intimacy was renewed was offered by an acceptance of the following 
inyihition from one whose ' Memory ' m prodigal in such ' Pleasures." 

' He best oon paint them who can feel them most.' " 

" Dear Mackistoeu : Dr. Porr dines with me on Thursday, the 3d of 
August, apd he wishes to meet some of his old friends under mj roof, as It 
may bo for the last time. He has named Wislmw, and Sharp, and Lord 
Holland ; and he says, < I want to shake hands nith Jemmy Mackintosh 
before I die.' 

" May I ask you to be of the party T That yon can forgive, I know full 
well. That you nill forgive in this insliiDoe — much as you have to forgivo 
— I hope fervently. 

"Some of tiio ploasantoat moments of my life have been spent in the 
humble offioB I am now venturing to take upon myself, and I am sure jou 
Bill not take it amiss, if, on tliia oooasiun, I nish to ad*to the number. 
" Yours, very truly, " Sauuei, Rooerb. 

"July asd, 1S20." 

Moore mentions in his iliary, that in 182i he passed an eyening in 
looking over Ec^re' Common Place Book with him, where he found 
highly cuiious records of his conversations with eminent men, par- 
ticularly Fos, Grattan and the Duke of Wellington. A diary of 
Ef^ers, with his opportunities, and his admirable fiiculty of com- 
pression in his prose style, could hardly fail to be the most entertain- 
ing literary history that orer appeared. He has been more femiliar 
with a large number of distinguished persons, for a longer period, than 
any other man of letters whom we now remember. There is hardly 
a person distinguished in English history for the last sisty or seventy 
years, whose name is not in some way connected with that of the 
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Tenerable poet, — if not otherwiso, at least aa tho parbikei- of hia 
liberal and elegant hospitality. His aooial sphere has always been a. 
Tery largs ono. It iocluded wiiigs and tones, wits and Btateemen, 
poet9 and philanthropists ; not only the habitues of society, but 
men who were but seldom seen in worldly circles. Sir Samael Eom- 
illy enlCTH in bis diary, a few months before hia lamented death, — 
" To-day I dined with Ei^rs (Uie poot). A very pleasant dinner 
■with Crabbe (whom I had never before seen), Frere and Jekyll." 
An extract from tiie diary of Wilberforoe shows tliat he did not think 
so well of this duiing with poets : 

" Feb. 19, 1814. — Dined Duke of Gloucester'a, to meet Madame 
de Stael, at her dcwre. Madamo, her son and daughter, duke, two 
aides-de-camp, Vansittart, Lord Erekme, poot Rogers, and others. 
Madame do Sta«l quite like her book, though Iras hopeful. Cotnpli- 
racnling me highly on abolition, and all Europe, &o. But I must 
not spend time in writing this. She asked mo, and I could not well 
refuao, to dine with her on Friday, to meet Lord Hatrowby and 
Uackinttiah, and poet Rogers on Tuesday eenaight. 

"23rf. — Breakfast, Mr. Bamatt about the poor. Letters. Wrol* 
to Madamo de Sfael and poet Rogers, to escuse myself from dining 
vfith them. It does not aeem the line in which I caji now glorify 
God. Dinner quiet, and letters afterwards." 

Li his diary, under date of tlio 3th Notember, 1821, Moore makes 
tho following entry : " By the by, I received the other day a manu- 
script from thtf Longmans, requesting me (as they oflcn do) to look 
over it, and give my opinion whether it would be worth publishing 
anonymously. Upon opening it, found, to my aurptise, tliat it was 
' Rogers' Italy,' which lie has sent home thus privately to he pub- 
lished." Tliis work was published in tlie following year, and is the 
last and best of its author's productions. Its merits have been set 
forth with esquiate tasta and skill, by a writer in the New Monthly 
Magazine : 

" Turn wo to the last and greatest of our author's poems, ' Italy.' 

" The great ehanicter of this poem (Italy) as it is in The Pleasures 
of Memory, is amplieity; but here aimplidtyflssuniea a nobler shape. 
Although to a eertaiu degree there is an alteration in the tone of 
the last from that of the first published poem, an alteration seem- 
ingly more marked from tie diffjreneo between blank verso and 
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rhjme ; and althmigh there is something of the new Petman odora, 
hreathiog from the m jrtle wi'eatha of a niuso, whom ' displioant nexte 
philjra coronce,' jot, unlike what we ftlt inclined to blanie in ' Jac- 
queline ' and the ' Human Lifo,' tre £oe notliiug that lemindH us of 
individual traite in another; nothing that reminds us of Byron, 
tiiongh he strung his harp to the same themo ; nothing that recalla 
any contemporaneous writer, unlesa it be oocaaionally Wordsworth, 
in Wordsworth'8 purer, if not loftier voin : wo soo no harsh, con- 
BbTiincd abruptness, emulating vigor ; no childish mirauderies, that 
would glajilj pass themselves off for simpUeity. Along the shores 
and palacca of old glides one calm and serene tide of verse, wooing 
to its waters every legend and every stream that can hallow and 
immortalize. 

" This poem differs widely from tho poems of the day, in that it is 
wlioUy void of all that is meretricious. Though, nature itself could 
not be less naked of ornament, jot nature iteelf could not bo more 
free from aU ornament that is tinsel or inappropriate. A contem- 
plative and wise man, skilled in aU the arts, and nursing all the 
beautiful traditions of the past, liaving seen enough of the world to 
moralize justly, having so far advanced in the circle of lifo as to 
have supplied emotion with meditation, telhng you, in sweet and 
serene strains, all that he sws, hoars and feels, in journeying through 
a country which nature and history combine to couBcerate, — tliis is 
the character of Bogers' Italy ; and tlie reader will see at onee how 
wholly it diffiers in complexion from tlie solemn Harold, or the im- 
pasdonod Corinne. This poem is perfect as a whole ; it is as a whole 
that it must be judged ; its tone, its depth, its hoard of thought and 
description, make its main excellence, and these are the merits that 
no short extracts can adequately convej. 

" Of all things, perhaps the hardcet in the world for a poet to 
effijct is to go^p poetically. We are those who think it is in this 
that Wordsworth rordj succeeds, and Oowpor as rarely fails. This 
graceful and difHeult art Rogers has made his own to a d^ree almost 
unequalled in tho language. 

"With the author of Tho Pieiwures of Memory — a banker, a wit, 
a man of high social reputation — we find it is from tlio stony heart 
of the great world that the living waters of a pure and transparent 
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poetry have been stricken. Few men of letters have been more per- 
BonaUy known in their day, or more generally courted. A vein of 
^reeable conversation, somofimes lunene, and more often caustic ; a 
polished manner, a sense quickly nlivo to all that passes around ; 
and, above all, perhaps, a taste in the arts, a knowledge of painting 
and of sculpture, — very rare in this country, — have contributed to 
make the author of Italy soaree leas distinguished in society iJian in 
letters. ' ' 

Moore's diary is full of allusions to his social intercourse with 
Rogers and his friends. One day the fashionable poet was invited to 
dine in St. Jamca' Plaoo, to meet Barnes, the editor of the Times, in 
company with Lords Landsdowne and Holland, Luttroll and Tiemoy ; 
and Moore, on Rogers' advising that he was well worth cultivating, 
broke off an engagement for the nost Sunday with MisH White, and 
refused Lard Landsdowne, to accept an invitation from Barnes. 
Another day he would breakfast at Rogers' with Sydney Smith, 
Sharpe, Lnttrell and Lord John ; or amuse himself with reading the 
notes from Sheridan, or passages from the unpublished vforks of his 

On lOth April, 1823, he writes, " Dined at Rogers'. A distin- 
guished party : S. Smith, "Ward, Luttrell, Payne Knight, Lord 
Aberdeen, Abererombie, Lord Clifden, &c. Smith particularly 
amusing. Have rather held out against him hitherto ; but this day 
lie conquered me ; and I am now his victim, in the laughing way, 
for life. * " What Rogers says of Smith, very true, that when- 
ever the conversaljon is getting dull he throws in some touch which 
makes it rebound, and rise again as light as ever. Ward's artificial 
efforts, which to me are always painful, made still more so by their 
contrast to Smith's natural and overflowing exuberance. Luttrell, 
too, considerably eitinguished to-day ; but there is this difference 
between Luttrell and Smith, — that after Uie former you rememhcr 
what gottd things he said, and after the latter joa merely remember 
how much yon laughed, Juno 10th. — Breaklnstodat Eogere', tomoet 
Luttrell, Lady Davy, Miss Rogers and William Bankcs. • • Rogers 
showed us ' Gray's Poems ' in his original hand-writing, with a letter 
to the printer ; also the oiiginal MS. of one of Sterne's sermons." 
Again, he dined with Rogers at the Athenieum, the first time the 
latter ever dined at a club. Ho din w! with him at Roberts', in Paris, 
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t^te-fi-tetfl, at a, splendid dinner " at fifteen franca a head, exclusive 
of wine. Poete did not feed so in the olden time." But the dinners 
in the poet's own modest but elegant mansion will be remembered as 
models of refined and intellectual hospitality, as long as the names 
live of the groat mijn who haye delighted to gather round his table. 

We have alluded to Rogers' talent for epigram ; a talent which he 
has yery discreetly employed. His conversation eoeme to hare beca 
diy and sarcastic, though he is not to be hold responsible for most 
of the bon-mots and repartees that have been attributed to him. It 
was at one time the habit of some of the London newspapers to man- 
uiaetQte these things, and ascribe them to Eogors. Of this manu- 
Jocture, no doubt, is a mol that lias found its way into a book so 
respectable as Mr. B. H. Barker's Literary Anecdotes. " Ec^ra, 
speaking to Wilberforoe of the naked Achillea in the park, said it 
was strange that one who had ^ade so many breacltes in Troy should 
not have a Mngle pair for himself." Moore rceocdasome of his obser- 
vation, whicit arc pithy and pertinent. On one occasion, speaking 
of the sort of eonsoription of persona of all kinds that was put in 
force for the dinner of the Iloilaiids, Bogcrs said, " There are two 
parties before whom everybody must appear — them and the police." 
Again, speaking of their friend Miss White, Bogers said, " How 
wonderfully she does hold out ! They may say what they will, but 
Miss White and Afm-olonghi arfi He most remarkable things going." 
In talking of the game-laws at a party at Ilolland House, Rogers 
stud, " If a partridge, on arriving in this country, were to ask what 
are the game-kiws, and somebody would tell him tiey are laws Jot 
the protection of game, ' What an eseellent country to live in,' the 
partridge would say, ' where there are so many laws for our pro- 
tection ! " ' On somebody remarking that Payne Knight had got very 
deaf — " 'T is from want of practice," said Rc^rs ; Knight being a 
notoriously bad listener Rogers thus described Lord Holland's feel- 
ing for the arts : " Painting givea him no pleasure, and music abso- 

From the reports of his conversation, we are inclined to believe that 
it is entitled to a good deal of the praise which the Quarterly Review 
bestows apon the Notes to his poems. In referring to the venerable 
poet, the reviewer aays, " This most el<^nt and correct of writers, 
with, a tasto matured bj tlie constant study of the clashes of oni 
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tongue, has amused his leisare hoars by trying into how small a 
cnaipaBB wit, wisdom and el^ance, may he packed. The not^ to tlie 
last edition of his poems are not merely treaBure-houBeB of anecdote 
and illostration, hut admimble studies in composition for those who 
will he at the pains of ascertMning the pecise language in which the 
same thoughte or incidents have been expressed in verse or related by 
others." Of an essay on assaaaination, written for insertion among the 
poems oa Italy, JIacMntosh wrote him that " Hume could not im- 
prove the thoughts, nor Addiflon the language." And Moore says, 
in his diary, that he feels it would do one good to study auch writ- 
ing, if not as a model, yet as a chastener and simplifier of style, it 
being the very rereise of ambition or ornament. 

It is well said, by a writer in tlie Quarterly Review, that there are 
few precepts of taste which are not practised in Mr. Rogers' estab- 
lishment, as weU as recommended in his works. In illustration of 
ths remark, he allude b> a novel and ingenious mode of lighting a 
dining-room, which might lie well imitated wherever there are line 
pictures. Lamps above or candles on ihe table there ai« none, but 
all the light is reflected by Tidans, Reynolds', &x., from lamps pro- 
jecting out of the frame of the pictures, and screened from the com- 
pany. His house in St. James' Place is small, but overflowing with 
the choicest specimens of the fine arts, pictures, antique bronzes, 
sculptures and literary curiosities of uncounted value. The following 
detailed description of the works of art wliich adorn this hospitable 
mansion is from the pea of Professor Waagen, of Berlin : 

" By the kindness of Mr. Solly, who continues to embrace every 
opportunity of doing mo service, I have been introduced to Mr. Rogers 
the poet, a very diatinguished and amiable man. He is one of the 
few happy mortals to whom it has been granted to be able to gratify, 
in a worthy manner, the most lively sensibility to everything noble 
and beautiful. He has accordingly found means, in the course of his 
long life, to impress this sentiment on everything about him. In his 
house yon are everywhere surrounded and eseitcd vrith the higher 
productions of art. In truth, one knows not whether more to admire 
the diversity or the purity of his taste. Pictures of the most differ- 
ent schools, ancient and modem sculptures, Greek vases, alternately 
attract the eye ; and are so arranged, with a judicious r^ard to their 
size, in proportion to the place assigned them, that every room is 
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richly and pictureequely omamcnfed, '.rithoiit having the appcaranco 
of a magazine from Ijcing overfilled, as we frec[uently End. Among 
all these objects, none is insignificant ; several cabinets and portfuiioa 
contain, beside the choicest collections of nntique ornaments in gold 
that I have hitherto seen, valnable miniatures of the middle ages, fine 
drawings by the old masters, and the most agreeable prints of the 
greatest of the old engravers, Marcantonio, Durer, etc., in the finest 
iinprejSEions. The enjoyment of all these (rcafures was heightened to 
the owner by the confidential intercourse with the most eminent, now 
deceased, English artists, Flasman and Stothord ; bot!i have lefl him 
a memorial of their friendship. In two little marble stjitues of Cupid 
and Psyche, and a mantel-piece, with a bas-relief representing a muse 
with a Ijre and Mnemosyne by Flaxman, there is the same noble and 
graceful feeling which has so greatly attracted me, from my child- 
hood, ia his celebrated compositions after Homer and JEschjlus. 
The hair and draperies arc treated with great, almost too picturesque 
eottness. Among all the English painters, none, perhaps, has so 
much power of invention as Stothard. His versatile talent has suc- 
cessfully made essays in the domains of history, or l&acj and poetry, 
of humor, and, lastly, even in domestic scenes, in the style of Wat- 
feau. To thk may be added much feeling for graceful movements, 
and clieerful, bright coloring. In his pctures, which adorn a chim- 
ney-piece, principal characters from Shakspeare's plays are repre- 
sented with great spirit and humor ; among them, Falslaff makes a 
veiy distinguished and comical figure. There is also a merry com- 
pany, in the style of Watfceau ; the least attractive is an allegorical 
representation of Peace returning to the earth, for the brilliant color- 
ing, approaching to Rubens, cannot make up for the poorness of the 
heads and the weakness of the drawing. 

" As there are among the pictures some of the best works of Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, fine specimens of the works of three of the most 
eminent British artists of an earlier date are hcra united. 

" Bmde portraits, properly so called, Sir Joshua Reynolds was 
the happiest in the represcntalion of children, where he was able, in 
the main, to remain fiiithful to nature, and in general an indiETerent 
but naive action or occupation alone was necessary. In sueh pic- 
tures, he admirably succeeded in representing the youthful bloom 
and artless manners of the fine English cliiUrcn. This it is which 
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makes his celebrated strawberry-girl, which is in this collection, so 
attractive. With her liaads simplj folded, a basket under her arm, 
she stands in a white frock, and looks full at the spectator, with her 
fine, large eyes. The admirable impasto, the bright, golden tone, 
clear as E«mbrM>dt, and the dark landacapa ba^k-ground, liave a 
striking effect. Sir Joshua himself looked aponthia as one of his best 
pictures. A sleeping ^rl is also uncommonly ehanning, the color- 
ing Tery glowing ; many cracks in the painting, both in the back- 
ground and the drapery, show the uncertainty of the artist in the 
mechanical processes of the art. Another girl with a bird does not 
give me so much pleasure. The rather affi.'cted laugh is, in this in- 
stance, not stolen from nature, but from the not happy invention of 
the painter ; in the glowing color there is something specky and 
false. Puck, the merry elf in Shakspeare's Midsummer Night's 
Dream, called by the English Robin Goodfellow, represented as a 
child, with an arch look, sitting on a mushroom, and full of wanton- 
ness, sfretching out arms and legs, is another much admu^d work of 
Sir Joshua. But, though this picture is painted with much warmth 
and clearness, the conception does not at all please me. I find it too 
childish, and not fantastic enough. In the back-ground, Titania is 
seen with the ass-headed weaver. Psyche with the lamp, looking at 
Cupid, figures as large as life, is of the most brilliant effect, and, in 
the tender, greenish half-tints, also of great delicacy. In the regard 
for beautiful leading lines, there is an affinity to the rather exagger- 
ated grace of Parmeggiano. In such [actures by Sir Joshua, the 
incorrect drawing always injures the effect. I was much interested 
at meeting with a landscape by this master. It is in the style of 
Rembrandt, and of very strong e£foot. 

" Of older English painters, there are here two pretty pictures by 
Gamsboroogh, one by Wilson ; of the more recent, I found only one 
by the rare and spirited Bonington, of a Turk fallen aslwep over his 
pipe, admirably executed in a deep, harmonious cbiaro-oscuro. Mr. 
Rogers' taste and knowledge of the art are too general for him not to 
feel the profound intellectual valucof works of art in which the man- 
agement of the materials was in some degree restricted. He has, 
therefore, not disdained lo pLwe in his collection the half-figures of 
St. Paul and St. John, and fragments of a fresco painting from the 
Carmelite Churoli at Flonnt , bj (.ii^ttj ; Salome dancing before 
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Ilerod, and the beheading of St. John, by Ficsole ; a coronation of 
the Virgin, by Lorenzo do Condi, tho frUow-scboIar and friand of 
Leonardo da Vinci, whoao produetjone and jtcrsonal characlcr were 
80 estimable. Next to tbeso picture is u Clirist on tlio Mount of 
Olives, by Raphael, at the tiiue when ho had not abandoned the 
manner of Penigio. Tliis little jfioture was onco a part of tho pre- 
dislla to tho albuipiece which Eapbaol painted in tho year 1505, for 
the nuns of St. Anthony, at Pcrugio. It came with tho Orloana 
galleiy to England, and was last in the posEession of Lord Eldin, in 
Edinburgh. Unhappily it has been much injured by cleaning and 
repairing, but in many parts, particularly in the arms of the angel, 
there are defects in the drawing, such aa \vc do not find in Eapliawl 
even at this period. So that, most probably, the composition alone 
Bhould bo aacribed to bun, and the osocution to one of the assistants, 
who painted the two siunts belonging to the same predella now in 
Dulwieh College. 

" From the Orleans gallery, Mr. Rogers has Raphael's Madonna, 
well known by Plipart's engraving, with the eyes rather cast down, 
on whom the child standing by her fondly leans. The expression of 
joyousnceaia the child is very pleaang. Thegray color of the under- 
dress of the Vir^, with red sleeves, forms an .igrceable harmony 
with the blue mantle. To judge b^ the character and drawing, Uio 
composition may be of the early period of Raphael's residence at 
Rome. In other respects, this picture admits of no judgment, be- 
cause many parts have become quite flat by cleaning, and others are 
painted over. The landscape is in a bine-greenish tone, differing 
from Raphael 's mannoi'. 

" Of the Roman school I mil mention only one more. Cbriet 
bearing his cross, l)y Andrea Sacchi, a moderate- sized picture from 
the Orleans gallery, is one of the capital pictures of this master, in 
compoation, depth of coloring, and harmony. 

" The crown, however, of the whole collection, is Christ appearing 
to Mary Magdalene, by Titiaji. It was formerly in the possesion of 
the Gimily of lluselli at Verona, and afterward adorned the Orleans 
giiUery. In the dear, bright, golden tone of tlio flesh, the careful 
osecudon, the refined feeling, in the impassioned desire of the kneel- 
ing Magdalene to touch the Lord, and the calm, dignified refusal of 
the Saviour, we recognize the earlier time of this master. The beau- 
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(iful landscape, with the refiection of the glowing horizon npon the 
hlue sea, -which ia of great importance here, in proportion to tho 
figures, proves how caily Titian obtained extraordinary maBterj in 
this point, and confirms that he was the first who carried this Iwanch 
to a higher d^ree of perfection. This poetic picture is, on the wliole, 
in very good preservation ; the crimson drapery of the Magdalene ia 
of unusual depth and fulness. The lower part of the legs of Christ 
have, however, suffered a little. The figures are about a third the 
size of life. 

" The finished sketch for the celebrated picture, known by the 
name of La Gloria di Tiiiano, which he afterward, by tho command 
of Philip II., King of Spain, planted for the church of tho convent 
where the Emperor Chailea V. died, is also very remarkable. It is 
a rich, but not very pleasing eompodtJon. The idea of having the 
coffin of the emperor carried up h> hoayen, where God the Father 
and Son are enthroned, is certainly not a happy one. The painting 
is throughout excellent, and of a rich , deep t«ne in the flesh. Unfor- 
tunately, it is not wanting in re-touehes. The large picture ia now 
in the Escurial. 

" As the genuine pictures of Giorgione are so very rare, I will 
briefly mention a young knight, — small, full-length, noble and 
powerful in face and Hgure ; the head is masterly, treated in his 
glowing tone ; the armor with great force and clearness in the 
chiaro-oscuro. 

"The original sketch of Tmtoretto,for his celohrated picture of St, 
Mark coming to the assislanco of a martyr, is as spirited as it ia full 
and deep in the tone. 

" The rich man and Laaarus,by Giaeomo Basaano, is, in execution 
and glow of coloring, approaching to Rembrandt, one of the best 
pictures of the master, 

" There are some fine cabinet jicturcs of the school of Carraoci : 
a Virgin and Child, worshipped by six saints, by Lodovico Carracci, 
is one ofhis most pleasing pictures in imitation of Corre^o. Among 
four pictures by Domeniehino, two landscapes, with the punishment 
of Marsyas, and Tobit with tho fish, ore very attractive, from the 
poetry of the composition and the deUeacy of tbe finish. Another 
likewise very fine one of Bird-catehing, from the Borghese Palace, 
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has unfortunately turned quite dark. A Christ, bj Guido, is broadly 
and spiritedly touched in his linust silTtr tone. 

" There ie an esquiaite little gem by Claude Lorraine. In a soft 
CToning light, a lonely shepherd, with his peaceful flucliE, is playing 
the pipe. Of the master's earlier time , admirable in the impaato, 
careful and dehcato, decided and soft, all in a ■warm, golden tone. 
In the Liber VeritatiH, marked No. 11. Few pictures inspire like 
this a feeling for the delicious stjllnees of a summer's evening. 

" A landscape by Nicolas Pouaain, rather large, of a very poetic 
composition and careful execution, inspires, on the other hand, in 
£ho brownish silver tone, the aensation of the freshness of morning. 
There is quite a reviving coolneas in the dark water and under the 
trees of the fore-ground. 

" Two smaller historical pictures by Pous^n, of hia earlier time, 
class among his careful and good works. 

" Of the Flemish school there are a few, but very good, apeci- 

" There is a highly intoreating picture by Rubens. During his 
residence in Miintua, he was so pleaded with the triumph of Julius 
Csesar, by Manlegna, that he made a fine copy of one of tho nine 
pictures. His love for the fhntaatie and pompous led bim to choose 
that with the elephants carrying the candelabra ; but hia.ardent 
imi^ination, ever directed to the dramatic, could not be content with 
this. Instead of a harmless sheep, which in Mant^na ia walking by 
the aide of the foremost elephant, Rubens made a lion and a lioness, 
which growl angrily at the elephant. The latter, on his part, is not 
idle, but, looking furiously round, is on the point of striking the lion 
a blow with his trunk. The sei'ere pattern which he had before him 
in Mantegna has moderated Eubens in his usually very full forms, so 
that they are more noble and slender than they generally are. The 
coloring, as in all his earlier pictures ia more suMoed than in tho 
later, and yet powerful Rubena lumsell SPfms ti hiie set mucJi 
value on this study for it was imon^ the effots at his death 
During tho revolution Mr Champem>wne brought it from tho 
Balbi Palace, at Genoa It is three feet hi^h and five fi-et five 
inches vidde. 

" Tho study for thu cJobratod jicture the Terrors of tt ar m tho 
Pitti rulace, at Florence!, and ros[)ceting which wu have a letter in 
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Rubcna' own haod, is likewise well wortli notice. Rub«is painted 
this picture for the Grand Duko of Tuscany. Venus endeaTors, in 
vain, to keep Mars, the inaafiablo warrior, as Homer calls him, from 
■war ; he hunios away to prepare indescribable destruction. This 
picture, one foot eight inches high, and two feet sis and a haJf inehea 
wide, which I have seen in the exhibition of the British Institution, 
is, by the warmth and power of the coloring, and the spirited and 
careful execution, ouo of tlie most eminent of llubona' small [pictures 
of this period. 

" Lastly, there is a Moonlight by him. The clear rejection of tlie 
moon in the water, its effect in the low distance tlio contrast of tho 
dark mass of trees in the fore-ground, ar ' a proof of Uie deep fceling 
for striking incidents in nature which was peculiar to Euhens. Aa 
in another picture the Uiikes of snow wtre repressnted, he has here 

"I have now become acquainted wifh Eembrandt in anew depart- 
ment ; he has painted in brown and white a rather oljacuro allegory 
on tho deliYeranoe of the United Provinces from the nnion of such 
great powers as Spain and Austria. It is a rich composition, with 
many horsemen. One of tlie most prominent figures is a lion 
chained at the foot of a rock, on wJiich the tho tree of liberty is 
growing. Over the rock are the words, ' Solo Deo gloria,' The 
whole is executed with consummate skill, and tho principal effect 
striking. 

" Ilis own portrait, at an advanced age, with very dark ground 
and shadows, and, for him, a cool tune of the liglits, is to he classci], 
among tho great number of them, with tliat ia the Bridgewater Gal- 
lery ; only it is treated in his broadest manner, which borders'on 
looaenera. 

" A landscape, with a few trees upon a hill, in the fore-^ronnd, 
with a horseman and a pedestrian in the i)a«k-grouiid, a plain with 
a bright horizon, is clearer in the shadows than other landscapes by 
Rembrandt, and, therefore, with the most powerftd effect, the more 
harmonhjus. 

" Aiaong the drawings, I must at least mention some of the finest. 

" Raphael. — The celebrated Entombment, drawn with the utmost 
spirit with the pen. From tiie Orozat collection. Mr. Rogers gave 
one hundred and twenty pounds for it. 
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"Andrba BEL Sasto. — Soroe studies in black chalks, for his fresco 
paintings in tiio Oiapel del Scalzo. That for the young man who 
carries the baggage in the visitation of the ¥jrgin ia rematkably 
animated. 

" Lucas Vah Letbbn. — A pen drawing, executed in the most per- 
fect and masterly maoner, for his celebrated and exoeesbely rare 
engraving of the portrait of the Emperor Maximilian I. Thia 
wonderful drawing has hitherto been erroneously aserilicd to Albert 

" AtHERT DuREB. — A cMld wccping. In chalk, on colored paper, 
brightened with white ; almost unpleasantly true to reality. 

" Among the admirable engravings, I mention only a single female 
figure, very delicately treated, which is so entirely pervaded with the 
spirit of Francisco Francia, that I do not hesitate to ascrihe it to him. 
Francia, originally a goldsmith, is well known to have been pecu- 
liarly skilled in executing larger compositions in niello. How easily, 
therefore, might it have occurred to him, instead of working as hith- 
erto in silver, to work with his graver in copper, especially as in his 
time the engraving on copper liad been brought mk> more general 
use in Italy, by A. Jlantegna and others ; and Francia had such 
enei^ and diversity of falenia that, in his mature age, he suecesa- 
fuUy made himself master of the art of painting, which was so much 
more remote from his own ori^nal profession. Beside this, the fine 
delicate lines in which the engraving is esecuted iodicato an artist 
who had been previously accustomed to work for nieUo-plates, in 
which tliis manner is usually practised. The circumstance, too, that 
Maroantonio waa educated in the workshop of Francia, is favorable to 
the presumption that he himself had practised engraving. 

" Among the old miniatures, that which is framed and glazed and 
liung up, representing, in a landscape, a knight in golden armor, 
kneeling down, to whom God the Father, surrounded by cherubim 
and seraphim, appears in the air, while the damned are tormenli3d 
by devils in the abyss, is by far the most important. As has been 
already observed by Passavant, it belongs to a series of forty minia- 
tures, in the possession of Mr. George Brentano, at Frankfort-on- 
-Maine, which were esecuted for Maitre Etienne Chevalier, treasurer 
of France under King Charles VII., and may probably have adorned 
his prayer-book. They are by tho greatest French miniature-painter 
6» 
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of the flfteaiith century, Johan Fouquet de Tours, painter to King 
Louis XL In regard tn thu admiralile, spirited iDveotion, which 
botraja a, groat master, as well as tlie finished execution, they rank 
uncommonly high. 

" An antique bust of a youth, in Carrara marUe, which, in form 
and espresMon, roaomhles the eldest son of Laoeoon, is in a Tcry noble 
styls, unconuaonly animated, and of aduiirablo ivcrkmaueUp. Li 
particular, tho antique piece of tie neck and the treatm.ent of the 
hair are very delicate. The nose and ears are new ; a small part of 
the chin, too, and. the upper lip, are completed ia a masterly manner 

" A candelabrum in bronze, abDut ten inches high, is of the most 
l)eautiful kind. The lower part is formed by a Mtting female figure 
holding a wreath. This fine and graceful design belongs to the period 
when art was in its porfecUon. This exquisite relic, which was pur- 
ehaaed for Mr. Kogcrs in Italy, by the able connoisaeur, Mr. Miilin- 
gen, is, unfortunately, muoli damaged in the epidermis. 

" Among tho elegant articles of antique ornament in gold, the 
earrings and clasps, by which so many deiscriptions of the ancient 
poets are called to miud, there are likewise whole figures beat out in 
thin gold Icayes. The principal article is a golden circlet, about two 
aud a half inches in diameter, the workioanship of which is as rich 
nnd skilful ns could be made in our times. 

" Of the many Greek ^-ases in terra cotta, there are five, some of 
them hirge, in the antique taste, with blaek figures on a yellow 
ground, which are of considerable importance. A flat dish, on the 
outer ride of which five young men are rubbing themselves with the 
strigil, and fire wiishing themselvcfl yellow on a black ground, is to 
be claasod with vises ol the first rank for the gn cefulaess )f the 
invention, and tho !x,auty and eloganc of tl e Siecut on In tliis 
collection, it l ex llel only by t v s ro ndcl Mow so tiiat it 
must be placed map cjI ar st nd Tl e ctmbat of A hUlcs witii 
Pcnthtfiilia is represented po t Ufcewjse in rod hg res This 
comporition, cons tui^ of tl rt j^n fag res islyfrtei )st distin- 
guished, not only of all representations of the subject, but, in gen- 
eral, of all representations of combats which I have hitherto seen on 
Taaee, in tho beauty and vaiiety of tho attitudes, in masterly dju.iv- 
ing, as well as in the spirit and delicacy of the execution. It is lit 
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the iiappy medmm between the gevere mid the quife free Btjie, so 
that in tho fa^ea tliere arc soma traces of the antique maiiDer." 

The estimation in which the venerable poet is held, as a judge of 
art, may be inferred by the foUoHing esti-aet from a letter addreaaed 
to him by Sic David AVilkia, under date of Conatantinople, 30th 
Deecmber, 1840 : 

" Without any claim for tliia invasion upon your valuable time, 
other than being in tbia distant capital in presence of so macjolgects 
whieh your knowledge of life and materials for art would so enable 
you to appreciate and put upon racord, you will yet, perhaps, excuse 
the few ideas I try to put together, wishing only that I had your 
eyes to see, with your taste and judgment to select what were best to 
note down, and what moat worthy to remember." 

After condoling with him on the loss of Iiord Holland, whom he 
bsA last met in company with Moore and Eogers, Wilkie proceeds : 

" Could I see you in quiet, as in Brighton and in St. James' Place, 
and in a suitable frame of mind for lighter subjects, what a deal the 
journey we have made would surest for discussion ! Mr. "William 
"Woodbum, who is with me, frequently speaks of you ; and your 
name was ollen mentioned, as we paaacd in review at the Hague, 
Amsterdam, at Muuiuh and at Vienna, the richest stores of European 
art ; among which we *«w in those pi ices two great masters, almcet 
in their greatcftttnimihs — Rubens and Rembrandt; and we scarce- 
ly know any ono who eojld better ludge of their splendors than 
yourself. ' ' 

It should njt be foi^ctten that Eogers was one of the few who 
stood by Sheridan in bis last days supplying his pecuniary needs 
to a great ostont, and manilesting a timely sympathy towards him. 
It was discovered, after Shciidan's dcatb, that sums of money which 
had been supjiosod to come from other high quarters to minister to 
his by no means slender wants were in reality contributed by Rogers. 

From an article entitled Gore House, published in the JVeui Monthly 
Magasme, in 1840, wc tKinseribe a passage of gossip, tliat may pass 
fijr what it is worth : 

" Tho number of guests was not yet complete. They arrived in 
the followhig order : 

" Slowly, with tho foot of age, his head bent forward and his 
hands estonded, came Mr. S R , endowed aliko with tho 
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gifts of Plutus and Apollo, and enjoyiog, perhaps, a higher reputa- 
tion for the poescesion of each than ho deserved. If the couplet 

ascribed to Lady B ho really hers, her ladyship seenis to have 

tliought his most celebrated poem somewhat over-praised ; it ran 



That it would have bean dished were it not for the plates.' 

In this opinion I do not, however, coincide, believing some of his 
Ausonian fragraents — above all, thoae descriptive of Venice — to be 
the finest he ever wrote, and worthy, of themselves alone, to place 
him high amongst poets. Of the peculiarities of which I had heard 
Bomuch, but one was strikingly exemplified — his fondness for female 
admiration. Other men have been ansious to engroes the attention 
of a beautiful woman, before it fell to the lot of Mr. R — ~ la at- 
tempt it ; but very few, I imagine, have tried to turn it in the eame 
direction. Liie a young Frenchman whom I formerly knew in 
Paris, hia motto hfiA been, — not ' comme je Taime ! ' but ' comme 
elle m'adore ! ' Goldsmith is said to have been jealouiS if a pretty 
woman attracted more notice than himself ; and it was no uncom- 
mon thing for R. to sulk for a, whole evening, if the prettiffit woman 
in the company foiled to make much of him. ' ' 

"We have the curtain agreeably lifted from the social converse of 
Rogers, in the following little passage from ilr. Biyant's account of 
his visit to the veteran l)ard : " There are not," says Mr. B., " many 
more beautiful lines in the English language, — there are certainly 
none 60 beautiful in the writings of the author, — as thosSof Mra. 
Barljauld, which the poet Rogers is fond of repeating to his friends, 
m hia fine, deliberate manner, with just enough of tremulousness in 
that grave voice of hia to give his recitation the effect of deep 
feeling : 

Life ! we 've been long together, 
ThrougJi pleasant and through eloudy weather, 

'T is hard to part when friends are denr ; 

Perhaps 'twill cost a, sigh, o. tear ; 

Then steal away, give liltle wnrning. 
Choose thine own time ; 
Say not good-nigh(, bnt, in some happier olimej 
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It makes tho thought of death cheerful to represent it thus, as Lifc 
looking in upon yon with a glad greeting, amidet frcsli aire and 
glotions light. The liooB, we infer, were written hj Mrs. Barhauld 
in her late oli! age, and I do not wonder that the aged poet, who 
moiB years since entered upon the liflh score of his jcai-s, should find 
tiieni haunting his inemoiy." 

Long Miaj it ba before the decease of the venerable poet inay 
open to the world tho rich atorea for his biography, which must, no 
doubt, exist in hia correspondence and commcnphi^o books ! Till 
that time comes, we must be content with the meworanda which ani 
Ecattcred here and there through the literary history of tho century, 
imperfect and unsatisfaetury, but furnishing an indes to what re- 
m[tins behind. 

But now we cannot bring this sketch to a more acceptable con- 
cl aion thin by copjing the latest notice we have seen of a spot 
thit will 1 ng remain classic ground, from tlie pen of an American 
trivrflir "Mr luckermon has been speaking of St. Jamea' Park, 
nd its Tanouii associations, which could not long withdraw the 
literary enthjsiast irom the bit of greon-sward before the window 
i.f F<^ rs which orery spring morning, heforo tho poet's health 
wjiit him into suburban eidle, was covered with sparrows, expectant 
of their food from his kindly hand. " The view of the park," he 
odds, " from tliia drawing-room bow-window instantly disenchants 
the sight of all town aBsoeiations. The room where this vista, 
)i ture in her genuine English aspect opens, is the same so memor- 
ul 1= f jr the breakfasts for many years enjoyed by the hospitable 
I ird and his fortunate guests. An air of sadness pervaded the 
u] artment, IQ the nhsonce of him whose taate and urbanity were yet 
apparent m every object around. The wintry sun threw a gleam, 
mcUow as the light of the fond I'eminiscence he so gi'acefully sung, 
uiion tho Turkey carpet and veined mahogany. It fell, as if in pen- 
sive greeting, on the famous Titian, lit up the cool tints of Watteau, 
and made the bast found in the ssa near Pozzoli wear a creamy hue. 
When the old housekeeper left the room, and I glanced from tJie 
pricelosa canvas or classic um to the twinkling turf, all warmed by 
the casual sunshine, tlie sensation of comfort, never so completely 
realized as ia a genuine London breakfast-room, was touched to finer 
issues hy the atmosphere of boanty and the memory of genius. The 
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groups of poets, artists and \ritB, whose commune had filled this 
room with the electric glow of intellectual life, with gems of art, 
glimpsefi of nature, and the charm of intelligent hospilalitj, to evoke 
all that was moat gifted and cordial, rciissembled once more. I 
could not hut appreciate the suggeHtiye character of every ornament. 
There was a Murillo, to inspire the Sjpamish traveller with half-for- 
gotten anecdotes ; a fine Reynolds, to whisper of the literary dinners 
where Garrick and Burke diseuEeed the theatre and the senate ; Mil- 
ton's agreement for the sale of ' Paradise Lost,' emphatic synibjl of 
the uneertaioiyof fame; a sketehofStonehenge by Turner, provoca- 
tive of endless diBcussion to artist and antiquary ; bronzes, medaU 
and choice volumes, whose very names would inspire an affluent 
talker, ia this most charming imaginahle nook for a morning collo- 
quy and a social breakfast. I noticed, in a glass vaae over the fire- 
place, numerous sprigs of orange-blossoms in eveiy grade of decay, 
some crumbling to dust, and others but partially faded. These, it 
appeared, were all plucked from bridal wreaths, the gift of their fair 
wearers, on the wedding-day, to the good old poet-iriend ; and he, 
in his bachebr fantasy, thus preserved the withered trophies. They 
spoke at once of sentiment and of solitude." 
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! CODLD my mind, unfolded in my page. 

Enlighten olimcB, and mould a fntnro age ; 

'J'horo as it glowod, triUi noblest fronzy franght 

nispcnae the trc»auroa of exBltcd thought ; 

To virtno noko the pulses of tho heart. 

And bid tho tear of emulation start I 

! eould it etiU, througli cnch sucoeeding your, 

B!y life, my manners, and my name ondoar ; 

And, when tho paot sloops in silent dost, 

Htm hold oomuiunion with the wise and just 1 — 

Vet should this Verse, luy kiauro's best resouree, 

IVlicu thi-oBgh tho world it Bteala its seoret oonrse, 

Itosico but onoo a gonoTOus wish supprest, 

Clmso but a sif;!! or ohaim a tare to rest ; 

In one good deed a fleeting hour employ, 

Or liDsIi ono faded cheek mtli honoat joy ; 

tloBt were my linos, though limited their sphere, 

Thougli short them date, as his who traoed them hero. 
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IS TWO PAKT3. 
1702. 
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ANALYSIS OF TUB FIRSI PAKT. 



The P m b g n w tb the daEoription of an oljsouro -rnioge, anii of tlia 
plea ginlanhij b hitexoitsB od beingrevisiled aftera lung alisenoe. 
TMsm d n at n IS an etfuot of the Memory. ]?rom an effeot we ratu- 
lall? d t th n ; and the subject propoaod is than unfolded, with 

ILD in 1 gat f th n ture and leading prlnoiplos of this faculty. 

I» ia evident that our ideaa flow in continual snocesalon, and introdaco 
each other with a cortaln degree of regularity. They are sometimes excited 
by sansible objeola, and sometimes hy an internal operation of the mind. 
Of the former speoiea is most probably the memory of brntes ; and its many 

part. ThB latter is the most perfuct dogroo of memory, and forms the Bub- 
jeot of tho second. 

When ideas hove any relation whaterer, they are attractive of Bach other 
in tie mind ; and the perception of any object naturally leads to the idea 
of another, which wus eoaneotcd with it either in time or ploeo, or which 
can be compared or eontrasted with it. Henee arises onr uttaclinicnt to 
inanimate objeota; hence, also, in some degrea the lore of onr eeuntry.and 
the emotion with which wa conloinpl th lb td oenos of antiquity, 
Honoe a picture directs onr thonghts to th al and, aa celd and 

darkness suggest forcibly the ideas f h at and I ht he who feels the 
inflrmiUos of ago dwells moat on what miad h m of the vigor and 

fivacity of his yoath. 

Tho associating principle, as here mfl J d is 1 ss onducive to virtue 
thBD to happioeaa ; and, aa snch, it f q tly d itaalf in the most 

tumultuous see nea of life. It addresses our finer feelings, and gives eser- 
oise to every mild and generous propensity. 

Not confined to man, it eitonds through all animated nature ; and its 
effects are peculiarly striUng in the domestic tribes. 
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PART I. 



Twilight's soft dews steal o'er tlic vilkge-green, 
With magic tints to harmonize the scene. 
Stilled is the hum that through the hamlet broke, 
Wlion roand the ruins of their ancient oak 
Tiie peasants flocked to hear the mmstrcl play, 
And games and carols closed the busy day. 
Her wheel at rest, the matron thrills no more 

With treasured tales, and legendary lore. 

All, all are fled ; nor mirth nor music flows 

To chase the dreams of innocent repose. 

All, all are fled ; yet still I linger here ! 

What secret charms this silent spot endear 1 

Mark yon old Mansion frowning through the trees, 

Whoso hollow turret woos the whistling breeze. 

That casement, arched with iyy's brownest shade, 

First to these eyes the light of heaven convoyed. 

The mouldering gatemy strews the grass-grown court, 

Once tho calm scene of many a simple sport; 

When all things pleased, for life itself was new, 

And the heart promised what the fancy drew. 
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Sec, through the fractured pediment revealed, 
Where moss inlays the rudcly-sculptui-cd shield, 
The martin's old, hereditary nest. 
Long may the ruin spare its hallowed guest ! 

As jars the hinge, what sullen echoes call ! 
0, haste, — unfold the hospitable hall! 
That hall, where once, in antiquated state. 
The chair of justice held the grave debate. 

Now "Stained n-ith dews, with cobwebs darkly hung, 
Oft has its roof with poala of rapture mng ; 
When round yon ample board, in due degree, 
We sweetened every meal with social glee. 
The heai-t's light laugh pursued the circling jest ; 
And all was sunshine in each little bi-east. 
'T was here we chased the slipper by the sound ; 
And turned the blindfold hero round and round. 
'T was here, at eve, we formed oar fairy ring ; 
And Fancy fliittered on her wildest iving. 
Giants and Genii chained each wondering ear ; 
And orphan-sorrows drew the ready tear. 
Oft with the babes we wandered in the wood. 
Or viewed the forest feats of Robin Hood : 
Oft, fency-led, at midnight's fearful hour, 
With startling step we scaled the lonely tower ; 
O'er infant innoeence to hang and weep, 
Murdered by rufSan hands, when smiling in its sleep. 

Ye Household Deities ! whose guardian eye ' 
Marked each pure thought, ere registered on high ; 
Still, still ye walk the consecrated ground. 
And breathe the soul of Inspiration round. 

As o'er the dusky furniture I bend, 
Each chair awakes the feelings of a fi-iend. 
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The storied arras, source of fond delight, 

With old achievement chiirms the wildered sight; 

And still, with Heraldry's rich hues imprest, 

On the dim window glows the pictured crest. 

The screen unfolds its many-colored chart. 

The clock still poiota its moral to the heart. 

That faithful monitor 't was heaven to hear. 

When soft it spoke a promised pleasure near ; 

And has its soher hand, its simple chime. 

Forgot lo trace the feathered feet of Time 1 

That massive beam, with curious carvings wrought, 

Whence the caged linnet soothed my pensive thought ; 

Those muskets, cased irith venerable rust ; 

Those once-loved forms, still breatliing through their dus 

Still, from the frame in mould gigantic cast, 

Starting to life -f- all whisper of the Past ! ! 

As through the gai-den's desert paths I rove, 
What fond illusions sivarm in every grove ! 
How oft, when purple evening tinged the west,^ 
We watched the emmet to her grainy nest ; 
Welcomed the wild-bee home on weary wing, 
laden with sweets, the choicest of the spring ! 
How oft inscribed, with Friendship's votive rhyme. 
The bark now silvered by the touch of Time ; 
Soared in the swing, half pleased and half afraid, 
Through sister elms that waved their summer-shade ; 
Or strewed with crumbs yon root-inwoven seat, 
To lure the redbreast from his lone retreat ! 

Childhood's loved group revisits eveiy scene; 
The tangled wood-walk and the tufted green ! 
Indulgent Memory wakes, and, lo ! tlicy live ! 
Clothed with far softer hues than Light can give. 



Hcssdb, Google 



50 PLEASTJEES OF MEMOKY. 

Thou first, best friend that Heaven assigns below 
To soothe and sweeten all the cares we know ; 
Whose glad suggestions still each vain alarm, 
"When nature fades and life forgets to charm ; 
Thee would the Muse invoke ! — to thee belong 
The sage's precept and tlie poet's song. 
"What aofiened views thy jniigic glass reveals. 
When o'er the kndscape Time's meek twilight steals ! 
As when in ocean sinks the orb of day, 
Long on the wave reflected lustres play; 
Thy tempered gleams of happiness resigned 
Glance on the darkened mirror of the mind. 

The School's lone porch, with reverend mosses gray. 
Just tolls the pensive pilgrim where it lay. 
Mute is the bell tkit mng at peep of dawn, 
Quickening my ti-uant-foet aei-oss the lawn; 
Unheai'd tlie shout that i-ent the noontide air. 
When the slow dial gave a pause 'to care. 
Up springs, at every step, to ckim a tear,™ 
Some little friendship formed and cherished here ; 
And not the lightest leaf, but trembling teems 
With golden visions and romantic dreams ! 

Down by yon hazel copse, at evening, blazed 
The Gypsy's fagot — there we stood and gazed; 
Gazed on her sunburnt £iee with silent awe, 
Her tattered mantle, and her hood of straw ; 
Her moving lips, her caldron brimming o'er ; 
Tho drowsy brood that on her back she bore, 
Imjffl, in the barn with mousing owlet bred, 
From rifled i-oost at nightly revel fed ; 
Whose dark eyes fiashed through locks of blackest shade, 
When in tho hrcone the distant watch-dog bayed : — 
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And heroea fled the Sibyl's muttered call, 

Whose elfin prowess scaled the orchard-wall. 

As o'er my palm the silver piece she drew, 

And traced the line of life with searching view, 

How throbhed my fluttering pulse with hopes and feara, 

To learn the color of my future years ! 

Ah, then, what honest triumph flushed my breast; 
/This truth once known — To bless is to be blest ! 
We led the bending beggar on his ivay 
(Bare were his feet, his tresses silver-gray), 
Soothed the keen pangs his aged spirit felt, 
And on his tale with mute attention dwelt. 
As in his scrip we dropt our little store. 
And sighed to think that little was no more, 
He breathed his prayer, "Long may such goodness live ! " 
'T was all he gave, 't was all he had to give. 
Angela, when Mercy's mandate winged their flight, 
Had stopt to dwell with pleasure on the sight. 

But hark ! through those old firs, with sullen swell, 
The church-clock strikes ! ye tender scenes, fiirewell ! 
It calls me hence, beneath their shade, to trace 
The few fond lines that Time may soon efface. 

On yon gray stone, that fronts the chancel-door, 
Worn smooth by busy feet now seen no more. 
Each eve we shot the marble through the ring, 
When the heart danced, and life was in its spring ; 
Alas ! unconscious of the kindred earth. 
That faintly echoed to the voice of mirth. 

Tho glow-worm loves her emerald-light to shed 
Where now the sexton rests his hoary head. 
Oft, as he turned the greensward with his spade, 
He lectured every youth that roand him played ; 
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And, calmly pointing where our fathers lay, 
Roused us to rival ea«h, the hero of his day. i 

Hush, yo foiid flutterings, hush ! ivhile here alone 
I search the records of each mouldering stone. 
Guides of my life ! Instructors of my youth ! 
Who first unveiled the hallowed form of Truth ! 
Whose every word enlightened and endeared ; 
In age beloved, in poverty revered ; 
In Friendship's silent register ye live, 
Nor ask the vain memorial Art can give. )i 

But when the sons of peace, of pleasure sleep, 
When only Sorrow wakes, and wakes to weep, 
What spells entrance my visionary mind 
With sighs so sweet, with transports so refined 1 

Ethereal Power ! who at the noon of night 
Beeall'st the far-fled spirit of delight; 
From whom that musing, melancholy mood 
Which charms the wise, and elevates the good ; 
Blest Memory, hail ! grant the grateful Muse, 
Her pencil dipt in Nature's living hues. 
To pass the clouds that round thy empire roil, 
And trace its airy precincts in the soul. 

Lulled in the countless chambers of the brain, 
Our thoughts are linked by many a hidden chain. 
Awake but one, and, lo ! what myriads rise ! ^ 
Each stamps its image as the other flies. \ 
Each, as the various avenues of sense 
Delight or sorrow to the soul dispense, 
Brightens or fedcs ; yet all, with magic art, 
Control the latent fibres of the heart. 
As studious Prospebo'S mysterious spell 
Drew every subject-spu-it to his cell ; 
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Each, at thy call, advances or retires, 
As judgment dictates or the scene inspires. 
Each thrills the seat of eeise, that sacred source 
AVhence the fine nerves direct their mazy course, 
And through the frame invisibly convey 
The subtle, quick vibrations as they play ; 
Man's little universe at once o'ereast. 
At once illumined when the cloud is past. 

Survey the globe, each ruder realm explore ; 
From Reason's faintest ray to Newton soar. 
What different spheres to human bhsa aligned ! 
What slow gradations in the scale of mind ! 
Tet, mark in each those mystic vcondci's wrought ; 
0, mark tlie sleepless energies of thought ! 

The adventurous boy, that asks his little share, 
And hies from home with many a gossip's prayer, 
Turns on the neighboring hill, once more to seo 
The dear abode of peace and privacy ; 
And, as ho turns, tlie thateh among the trees, 
The smoke's blue wreaths ascending with the brcezo. 
The village-common spotted white with sheep. 
The church-yard yews round which his fiithei-s sleep;" 
All TOUse Kcilection's sadly-pleasing train. 
And oft he looks and weejs, and looks again. 

So, when the mild Tupia dared explore 
Arts yet untaught, and worlds unknoivn before, 
And, with the sons of Science, wooed the gale 
That, rising, swelled their sti'ange expanse of sail ; 
So, when he breathed his firm yet fond adieu," 
Borne from his leafy imt, his carved canoe, 
And all his soul best loved — such tears he shed. 
While each soft scene of snmmer-bcauty fled. 
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Long o'er the wave a wistful look he cast, 

Long watched the streaming eigna! from the mast ; 

Till twilight's dewy tints deceived his eye, 
And fairy-forosta fringed the evening sky. 

So Scotia's Queen, as slowly dawned the day/ 
Rose on her couch and gazed her soul away. 
Her eyes had blessed the beacon's glunmering height, 
That faintly tipt the feathery surge with light; 
But now the mom with orient hues portrayed 
Each castled cliff and bromi monastic shade : 
All touched the talisman's resistless spring, 
And, io ! what busy tribes were instant on the wing ! 

f Thus kindred objects kindred thoughts inspire,' 
As summer-clouds flash forth electric fire. 
And hence this spot gives back the joys of youth, 
Warm as the life, and with the mirror's truth. . 
Hence home-felt pleasure prompts the Patriot's sigh ; ° 
This makes him wish to live, and dare to die. \ 
For this young Foscari, whose hapless &to"' 
"Venice should blush to hear the Muse n>!ate, 
When exile wore his blooming years away, 
To Sorrow's long soliloquies a prey, 
When reason, justice, vainly urged his cause, 
For this he roused her sanguinary laws ; 
Glad to return, though Hope could grant no more, 
And chains and torture hailed him to the shore. 

And hence the charm historic scenes impart ; " 
Hence Tiber awes, and Avon melts the heart. 
Aerial forms in Tempo's classic vale 
Glance through the gloom and whisper in the gale ; 
In wild Vaucluse with love and Lauea dwell, 
And watch and weep in Eloisa'b cell." 
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'T was ever thus. Young Ammon, when he sought^ 

Where Ilium 8t<Kjd and wlierc Pei.ides fought, 

Sate at the helm himself. No meaner hand 

Steered through the waves ; and, when he stracl; the lanil, 

Such in his soul the ardor to explore, 

PBLiDES-like, he leaped the first ashore. 

'T was ever thus. As now at Vikgil's tomb" 

We bless the shade and bid the verdure bloom ; 

So Tolly paused, amid the wrecks of time,'^ 

On the rude stone to trace the truth sublime ; 

"When at his feet, in honored dust disclosctl, 

The immoital Sage of Syracuse reposed. 

Afld as he long in sweet delusion hung, 

Where onco a Plato taught, a Pindar sung ; 

Who now hut mecte him musmg, when he roves 

His Fumed Tusculan's romantic groves 7 

In Rome's great forum, who but hears him roll 

His moral thunders o'er the subject soul 1 

And hence that calm delight the portrait gives ; 
We gaze on every feature till it lives ! 
Still the fond lover sees the absent maid ; 
And the lost friend still lingers in his shade ! 
Say why the pensive widow loves to weep,'" 
When on her knee she rocks her babe to sleep : 
Tremblingly still, she lifts his veil to trace 
The father's features in his infant face. 
The hoary grandsire smiles the hour away. 
Won by the raptui-es of a game at play ; 
He bends to meet each artless burst of joy, 
Forgets his age, and acts again the boy. 

What though the iron school of War erase 
Ea«h milder virtue and each softer grace ; 
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What though the fiend's torpedo-touch arrest 
Eacli gentler, finer impulse of the hreaat ; 
Still shall this active principle preside, 
And wake the tear to Pity's self denied. 

The intrepid Swiss, who guards a foreign shore, 
Condemned to climb his mountaia-cliffs no more, 
If chance ho hears tlie song so swest, so wild/' 
His heart would spring to hear it when a child. 
Molts at the long-lost scenes that round him rise. 
And sinks a martyr to repentant sighs. 

Ask not if courts or camps dissolve the charm : 
Say why VESPASIAN loved his Sahine farm;'^ 
'Vf\\y great Navarre, when France and Freedom bled," 
Sought the lone limits of a forest-shed. 
When Diocletian's self-corrected mind™ 
The imperial fasces of a world resigned, 
Say why we trace the labors of his spade 
In calm Salona's philosophic shade. 
Say, when contentions Charles renounced a throne^' 
To muse with monks and meditate aloae,^ 
What fi-om his sonl the parting tribute drew ? 
What claimed the sorrows of a last adieu 7 
The still retreats that soothed his tranquil breast 
Ere grandeur daazled, and its cares oppressed. 

Undamped by time, the generous Instinct glows 
Far as Angola's sands, as Zembla's snows ; 
Grlows in the tiger's den, the serpent's nest, 
On every foi-m of varied life imprest. 
The social tribes its choicest influence hail : — 
And when the dmm beats briskly in the gale, 
The -n-ar-wom courser charges at the sound, 
And with young vigor wheels the pasture round. 
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Oft has the aged tenant of the vale 
Leaned on hJa staff to lengthen out the tale ; 
Ofi. have his lips the grateful trihute breathed, 
From sire to son with pious zeal beijueathed. 
When o'er the blasted heath the day declined, 
And on the scathed oak warred the winter-wind ; 
"When not a distant taper's twinkling ray 
Gleamed o'er the furze to light him on his way ; 
When not a sheep-bell soothed his listening ear, 
And the big rain-drops toid the tempest near; 
Then did his horse the homeward track descry,^ 
The track that shunned hia sad, inquiring eye ; 
And win each wavering purpose to relent, 
With warmth so mild, eo gently violent, 
That his channed hand the careless rein resigned. 
And doubts and terrors vanished from his mind. 

Kecall the traveller, whose altered form 
Has home the buffet of the mountain-storm ; 
And who will first his fond impatience meet 1 
His faithful dog 's already at his feet ! 
Yes, though the porter spurn him from the door, 
Though all, that knew him, know his face no more, 
His faithful dog shall tell his joy to each. 
With that mute eloquence which passes speech. — 
And see, the master but returns to die ! 
Tet who shall bid the watchful servant fly 1 
The blasts of heaven, the drenching dews of earth. 
The wanton insults of unfeeling mirth. 
These, when to guard Misfortune's sacred grave, 
Will firm Fidelity exult to brave. 

Led by what chai-t, transports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love 1 
7 
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Say, through the clouds what compass pointa her flight? 
Monarchs have gazed, and nations hlessed the sight. 
Pile rocks on rocks, hid woods and mountains rise, 
Eclipse her native shades, her native akiea : — 
'T is vain ! through Ether's pathless wilds she goes, 
And lights at last where all her cares repose. 

Sweet bird ! thy truth shall Harlem's walla attest,^ 
And unborn ages consecrate thy nest. 
When, with the silent energy of grief, 
With looks that asked, yet dared not hope relief, 
Want with her bahes round generous Valor clung, 
To wring the slow surrender from his tongue, 
'T was thine to animate her closing eye ; 
Alas ! 't was thine perchance the first to die, 
Crushed by her meagre hand when welcomed from the sky. 

Hark ! the bee winds her small but mellow horn,'* 
Bhthe to salute the sunny smile of mom. 
O'er thymy downs she benda her busy course, 
And many a stream allures her to its source. 
'T is noon, 't is night. That eye so finely wrought. 
Beyond the search of sense, the soar of thought. 
Now vainly asks the scenes she left behind ; 
Its orb so full, its vision so confined ! 
Who guides the patient pilgrim to her ceil "i 
Who bids her soul with conscious triumph swell 'I 
With conscious truth retrace the mazy clue 
Of summer-scents, that charmed her as she flew 'I 
Hail, Memory, hail ! thy universal reign 
Guards the least link of Being's glorious chain. 



Hcssdb, Google 



PLEASURES OF MEMORY. 



PART II. 
DcUc coac cusfwJe e aiaptiis 



Hcssdb, Google 



ANALYSIS OF THE SECOSD PART. 



The Memory haa hitharto anted only la subserrienoe to the senaea, and 
GO far man is Dot emineatly distinguished from other imimalB ; bat, nith 
leapect to maa, she has a. higher proyince. Mid is often busilj employed 

the treasares of art and science, history and philosophy. She colors all the 
prospects of Ufa ; for we oan only anticipate the fntute by eonelading what 
is poasiblo from what ia past. Oo her agency depends every effusion of the 
Fancy, who with the boldest effort aan only compound or transpose, ang- 
ment or diminish, the materials whieh sho baa collected, and still retains. 

When the first emotions of despair hare subsiiied, and sorrow baa soft- 
ened into melanoholy, she amnses with a retrospect of innocent pleasures, 
and inspires that noble oonfldence which results from the oonsciousnoaa of 
having acted well. When sleep has suspended the organs of sense from 
their oSlce, sho not only supplies the mind with images, but assists in their 
combination. And, eyea in madness itself, when the eobI Is resigned oyer 
to the tpanny of a distempered imagination, she reyiros past peroeptions, 
and awakens that train of thought which was fotmorly most familiar. 

Nor aie we pleased only with a review of the brighter paaaagea of life. 
Events the moat distresBuig in their immediate conaec[ncnoca are often 
cherished in remembrance with a degree of enthusiasm. 

Bnt the world and its oooupations give a mechanical impulse to the paa- 
sions, which is not very favorable to the indnlgenee of this feeling. It is 
in a calm and well-regulated mind that the memory is moat perfect ; and 
solitude ia her best sphere of action. With this sentiment is intioduccil a 
Tale illuatrative of her influence in solitude, sickness, and sorrow. And the 
subject haying now been considered, bo tar as it relates to man and the 
animal world, the Poem ooneludes with a oonjcctot'e that superior beings 
are blest with a nobler exercise of tJiis faculty. 
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PART II. 

BwEET Memory, wafted by thy gentle gale, 
Oft up the stream of Time I turn my sail, 
To view the feiry-haunta of long-lost hours, 
Blest with fer greener shades, far fresher flowers. 

Ages and climes remote to thoe impart 
What charms in Genius and refines in Art ; 
Thee, m whose hands the keys of Science dwell, 
The pensive portress of her holy cell ; 
Whose constant vigils chase the chilling damp 
Oblivion steals upon her vestal-lamp. 

They in their glorious course the guides of Youth,* 
Whose language breathed the eloquence of Truth ; 
Whose life, beyond preceptive wisdom, taught 
The great in conduct, and the pure in thought ; 
These still exist, by tiee to Fame consigned,^ 
Still speak and act, the models of mankmd. 

From thee gay Hope her airy coloring draws : 
And Fancy's flights arc subject to thy laws. 
From thee that bosom-spring of rapture flows, 
Which only Virtue, tranquil Virtue, knows. 

When Joy's bright sun has shed his evening-ray. 
And Hope's delusive meteors cease to play; 
When clouds on clouds the smiling prospect close. 
Still through the gloom thy star serenely glows : 
Like yon foir orb, she gilds the brow of night 
With the mild magic of reflected light. 
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The beautcoua maid who hids the world adieu. 
Oft of that world will snatch a fond review : 
Ofl at the ahrine neglect her beads, to traee 
Some social scene, some dear, familiar fa«e : 
And ere, with iron tongue, the vesper-bell 
Bursts through the cypre&?-walk, the convent-cell, 
Oft will her warm and wayward heart revive, 
To love and joy still tremblingly alive ; 
The whispered vow, the chaste caress prolong, 
Weave the light dance and swell the choral song ; 
With rapt ear drink the enchanting ^erenide. 
And, as it melts along the moonlight glade, 
To each soft note return as soft a figh. 
And bless the youth that bids her slumbers Sy 

But not till Time has calmed tht ruffled breast, 
Are these fond dreams of happiness confest 
Not till the rushing winds forget to rave, 
Is Heaven's sweet smile reflected on the wave. 

From Guinea's coast pursue the lessening sail. 
And cafch the sounds that sadden every gale. 
Tell, if thou canst, the sum of sorrows there ; 
Mark the fixed gaae, the wild and frenzied glare, 
The racks of thought, and freezings of despair .' 
But pause not then — beyond the western wave, 
Go, see the captive bartered as a slave ! 
Crushed till his high, heroic spirit bleeds. 
And from his nerveless frame indignantly recedes. 

Yet here, even here, with pleasures long resigned, 
Lo ! Memory bursts the twilight of the mind. 
Her dear delusions soothe his sinking soul, 
When the rude scourge assumes its base control ; 
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And o'er Futurity's bkak page diffuse 

The full reflection of her vivid hues. 

'T 13 but to die — and then, to weep no more, 

Then will he wake on Congo's distant shore ; 

Beneath hia plantain's ancieat shade renew 

The simple transports that with freedom flew ; 

Catch the cool breeze that musky Evening bloivs, 

And quaff the palm's rich nectar as it glows ; 

The oral tale of elder time rehearse, 

And chant the rade, traditionary verse 

With those, the loved companions of his youth, 

When life was luxury, and friendship truth. ( 

Ah, why should Virtue fear the frowns of Fate^' 
Hers what no wealth can buy, no power create ! 
A little world of clear and cloudless day, 
Nor wrecked by storms, nor mouldered by decay; 
A world, with Memory's ceaseless sunshine blest. 
The home of Happiness, an honest breast.f 

But most we mark the wonders of her reign. 
When Sleep has locked the senses in her chain. 
When sober Judgment has his throne resigned, 
She smiles away the chaos of the mind ; 
And, as warm Fancy's bright Elysium glows, 
From her each image springs, each color flows. 
She ia the sacred guest, the immortal friend. 
Oft seen o'er sleeping Innocence to bend, 
In that dead hour of night to Silence given. 
Whispering seraphic visions of her heaven. 

When the blithe son of Savoy, journeying round 
With humble wares and pipe of merry sound. 
From his green vale and sheltered cabin hies. 
And scales the Alps to visit foreign skies ; 
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Though far below the forked Ughtninga plaj, 
And at his feet the thunder dies away, 
Oft, in the saddle rudely rocked to sleep, 
"While hia mule browses on the dizzy steep, 
With Memory's aid, he sits at home, and sees 
His children sport beneath their native trees, 
And benda to hear their cherub-voices call, 
O'er the loud fury of the torrent's fall. 

But can her smilo with gloomy Madness dwell J 
Say, can she chase the horrors of hia cell 1 
Each fiery flight on Frenzy's wing restrain, 
And mould the coinage of the fevered brain 1 

Pass but that grate, which scarce a gleam supplie; 
There in the dust the wreck of Genius lies ! 
He, whose aiTestJng hand divinely wrought 
Each bold conception in the sphere of thought; 
And round, in colora of the rainbow, threw 
Forms ever fair, creations ever new ! 
But, as he fondly anatched the wreath of Fame, 
The apectre Poverty unnerved his frame. 
Cold was her grasp, a withering scowl ahe wore ; 
And Hope's soft energies were felt no more. 
Yet still how sweet the soothinga of hia art ! * 
From the rude wall what bright ideas atart ! 
Even now he claims the amaranthine wreath, 
With scenes that glow, with images that breathe ! 
And whence these scenes, these images, declare. 
Whence but from Her who triumphs o'er despfur? 

Awake, arise ! with grateful fervor fraught. 
Go, spring the mine of elevating thought. 
He, who, through Nature's varioaa walk, surveys 
The good and fiiir her faultier line portrays; 



Hcssdb, Google 



THE PLBASUKEd OF MEMORY. 

Whose mind, profaned by no unhallowed guest, 

Culls from iko crowd the purest and the best ; 

May raoge, at will, bright Fancy's goHen climo, 

Or, musing, mount where Science sits sublime, 

Or wake the Spirit of departed Time. 

Who acts thus wisely, mark the moral Muse, 

A blooming Eden in hia life reviews ! 

So rich the culture, though so small the space. 

Its scanty limits he forgets to trace. 

But the fond fool, when evening shades the sky, 

Turns but to start, and gaaes but to sigh .' ^ 

The weary waste, that lengthened as he ran, 

Fades to a blank, and dwindles to a span ! 

Ah ! who can tell the triumphs of the mind, 
By truth illumined and by taste refined ? 
When age has quenched the eye and closed the ear, 
Still nerved for action in her native sphere, 
Oft will she rise — with searching glance pursue 
Some long-loved image vanished from her riew ; 
Dart through the deep recesses of the Past, 
O'er dusky forma in chains of slumber cast ; 
With giant-grasp fling back the folds of night. 
And snatch tJie faithless fugitive to light. 
So through the grove the impatient mother flies, 
Ea^;h sunless glade, each secret pathway, tries; 
Tdl the thin leaves the truant boy disclose, 
Long on the wood-moss stretched in sweet repose. 

Nor yet to pleasing objects are confined 
The Silent feasts of the reflecting mind. 
Danger and death a dread delight inspire ; 
And the bald veteran glows with wonted fire, 
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When, richly bronzed by many a summer-sun, 

He counts his scars, and tells what deeds were done. 

Go, with Old Thames, view Chelsea's glorious pile, 
And ask tlio shattered hero, whence his smile? 
Gfo, view the splendid domes of Greenwich — Go, 
And own what raptures from Reflection flow. 

Hail, noblest structures imaged in the wave ! 
A nation's grateful tribute to the brave. 
Hail, blest retreats from war and shipwreck, hail ! 
That oft arrest the wondering stranger's sail. 
Long have ye heard the narratives of age, 
The battle's havoc and the tempest's rage ; 
Long have ye known Reflection's genial ray 
Gild the calm close of Valor's various day. 

Time's sombrous touches soon correct the piece, 
Mellow each tint, and bid each discord cease : 
A softer tone of light pervades the whole. 
And steals a pensive languor o'er the soul. 

Hast thou through Eden's wild-wood vales pursued "^ 
Each monntain-scene, majestically rude ; 
To note the sweet simplicity of life. 
Far from the din of Folly's idle strife ; 
Nor there a while, with lifted eye, revered 
That modest stone which pious Pembkoke reared ; 
Which still records, beyond the pencil's power, 
The silent sorrows of a parting hour ; 
Still to the musing pilgrim points the place 
Her sainted spirit most delights to trace 1 

Thus, with the manly glow of honest pride. 
O'er his dead son the gallant Okmosd sighed.' 
Thus, lirough the gloom of Shesstosb's iairy grove, 
Mabxa'b urn still breathes the voice of love. 
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As the atern grandeur of a, Gothic tower 
Awes us less deeply in its morning-hour, 
Than when the shades of Time serenely MI 
On every broken arch and ivied wall ; 
The tender images we love to trace 
St«al from each year a melancholy grace ! 
And as tlie sparks of social love expand, 
As the heart opens in a foreign land ; 
And with a brother's warmth, a brother's smile, 
The stranger greets each native of his isle ; 
So scenes of life, when present and confest. 
Stamp but their bolder features on the breast ; 
Yet not an ims^e, when remotely viewed, 
However trivial, and however rude. 
But wins the heart, and wakes the social sigh. 
With every claim of close aifinity ! I 

But these pure joys the world can never know ; 
In gentler climes their silver currents flow. 
Oft at the silent, shadowy close of day. 
When the hushed grove has sung its parting lay ; 
When pensive Twilight, in her dusky car. 
Comes slowly on to meet the evening-star ; 
Above, below, aerial murmurs swell, 
From hanging wood, brown heath, and bushy dell .' 
A thousand nameless rills, that shun the light, 
Stealing soft music on the ear of night. 
So oft the finer movements of the soul. 
That shun the sphere of Pleasure's gay control, 
In the still shailes of calm Seclusion rise. 
And breathe their sweet, seraphic harmonies ! 

Once, and domestic annals tell the time 
(Preserved in Cumbria's rude, romantic clime), 
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When Nature smiled, aucl o er the landscape threw 
Her richest fragrance, and her brightest hue, 
A blithe and blooming Forester explored 
Those loftier scenes Salvator's soul adored ; 
The rocky pass half-hung with shaggy wood, 
And the cleft oak flung boldly o'er the flood ; 
Nor shunned the track, unknown to human tread, 
That downward to the night of caverns led ; 
Some ancient cataract's deserted bed. 

High on exulting wing the heath-cock rose. 
And blew his shrill blast o'er perennial snows ; 
Ere the rapt youth, recoiling from the roar. 
Gazed on the tumbling tide of di-ead Lodore ; 
And through the rifted clifts, that scaled the sky, 
Derwent's clear mirror charmed his daiizled eye. 
Each osier isle, inverted on the wave. 
Through mom's gi-ay mist its melting colors gave ; 
And, o'er the cygnet's haunt, the mantling grove 
Its emerald arch with ivild luxuriance wove. 

Light as the breeze that brushed the orient dew, 
Erom rock to rock the young Adventurer flew ; 
And day's last sunshine slept along the shore, 
When, lo ! a path the smile of welcome wore. 
Imbowering shrubs with verdui-e veiled the sky. 
And on the musk-rose shed a deeper die ; 
Save when a bright and momentary gleam 
Glanced from the white foam of some sheltered stream. 

O'er the still lake the bell of evening tolled, 
And on the moor the eliepherd penned his fold ; 
And on the gi-een hill's side the meteor played ; 
When, hark ! a TOice sung sweetly through the shade. 
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It ceased — yet stilj in Florio's fancy sung, 
Still on each note hk captive spirit hung ; 
Till o'er the mead a cool, sequestered grot 
From its rich roof a starry lustre shot. 
A crystal crater crossed the pebbled floor, 
And on tlie front these simple lines it bore. 
Heneo away, nor dare intrude ! 
In this secret, shadowy cell 
Musing Memory loves to dwell. 
With her sister Solitude. 
Far from the busy world she flies, 
To taste that peace the world denies. 
Entranced she sits ; from youtb to age, 
/ KevJewing Life's eventful page ; 
And noting, ere they fede away, 
The little lines of ye3t«rday, t 
Florio had gained a rude and rocky seat. 
When, lo ! the Genius of this still retreat .' 
Fair was her form — but who can hope to trace 
The pensive soilness of her angel-foce ? 
Can Viruil's verse, can Rapuabl'S touch, impart 
Those finer features of the feeling heart. 
Those tenderer tints that shun the careless eye, 
And in the world's contagious climate die 1 

She left the cave, nor marked the stranger there ; 
Her pastoral beauty and her artless air 
Had breathed a soft enchantment o'er his soul ! 
In every nerve he felt her blest control ! 
What pure and white-winged agents of the sky. 
Who rule the springs of saercd sympathy. 
Inform congenial spirits when they meet 1 
Sweet ia their oflice, as thek natui'cs sweet ! 
8 
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Florio, with fearful joy, pursued the maid, 
Till througli a vista's moonlight-checkered shade, 
Where the hat circled, and the rooks reposed 
(Then' wars suspended, and their councils closed), 
An antique mansion bnrat in solemn state, 
A rich vine clustering round the Gothic gate. 
Nor paused he there, The master of the scene 
Saw his light step imprint the dewy green ; 
And, slow-advancing, hailed him as his guest. 
Won by the honest warmth his looks expressed. 
He wore the rustic manners of a Squire; 
Ago had not quenched one spark of manly fire ; 
But gituit Gout had hound him in her chain. 
And his heart panted for the chase in vain. 

Tet here Remembrance, sweetly-soothing Power ! 
Winged with deh^ht Confinement's lingering hour. 
The fox's brush still emulous to wear. 
He scoured the county jn lus elbow-chair ; 
And, with view-lialloo, rou&ed the dreaming hound, 
That rung, by starts, his deep-toned music round. 

Long by the paddock's humble pale confined, 
His aged hunters coursed the viewless wind : 
And each, with glowing energy portrayed, 
The fer-femed triumphs of the field displayed ; 
Usurped the canvas of the crowded hall. 
And chased a line of heroes from the wall. 
There slept the horn each jocund echo knew. 
And many a smile and many a story drew ! 
High o'er tlio hearth his forest-trophies hung. 
And their fimtastic branches wildly flung. 
How would he dwell on the vast antlers thei'c ! 
These dashed the wave, those fanned tlie mountain-air. 
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All, as they frowned, unwritten records bore 
Of gallant feats and festivals of yore. 

But why the talc prolong'! — His only child, 
His dailing Jdlia, on the stranger smiled. 
Her little arts a fretful sire to please, 
Her gentle gayety and native case, 
Had won his soul ; and rapturous Fancy shed 
Her golden lights and tints of rosy red. 
But, ah ! few days had passed, ere the bright vision fl 

When Evening tinged the lake's ethereal blue. 
And her deep shades irregularly threw ; 
Their shifting sail dropt gently from the cove, 
Down by St, Herbert's consecrated grove ; ' 
Whence erat the chanted hymn, the tapered rite, 
Amused the fisher's solitary night; 
And still the mitred window, richly wreathed, 
A sacred calm through the brown foliage breathed. 

The wild deer, starting through the silent glade, 
With fearful gaze their various course surveyed. 
High hung in air the hoary goat reclined. 
His streaming beard the sport of every wind ; 
And, while the coot her jet-wing loved to lave, 
Rocked on the bosom of the sleepless wave, 
The eagle rushed from Skiddaw's purple crest, 
A cloud still brooding o'er her giant-nest. 

And now the moon had dimmed with dewy ray 
The few fine flushes of departing day. 
O'er the wide water's deep serene she hung. 
And her broad lights on every mountain flung; 
When, lo ! a sudden blast the vessel hlew,^ 
And to the surge consigned the little crew. 
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All, al! escaped — but ere the lover bore 

His faint and faded Julia to the shore, 

Her sense had fled ! — Exhausted by the storm, 

A fetal traace hung o'er her pallid form ; 

Her closing eye a trembling lustre fired ; 

'T was life's last spark — it fluttered and expired ! 

The father strewed his white hairs in the wind, 
Called on his child — nor lingered long behind : 
And Florio lived to see the willow wave, 
With many an evening-whisper, o'er their grave. 
Yes, Floeio lived — and, still of eaoh possessed. 
The father cherished, and the maid caressed ! 

Forever would the fond Enthusiast rove, 
With Julia's spirit, through t!ie shadowy grove ; 
Gaae with delight on every scene she planned. 
Kiss every floweret planted by her hand. 
Ah ! still ho traced her steps along the glade, 
When hazy hues and glimmering lights betrayed 
Half-viewless forms ; still listened as the breeze 
Heaved its deep sobs among the aged trees ; 
And at each pause her melting accents caught, 
In sweet delirium of romantic thought ! 
Dear was the grot that shunned the blaae of day ; 
She gave its spars to shoot a trembling ray. 
The spring, that bubbled from its inmost cell, 
Marmnred of Julia's virtues as it fell ; 
And o'er the di-ipping moss, the fretted stone, 
In Florio's ear breathed language not its own. 
' Her charm around the enchantress ^bmoet threw, 
A charm that soothes the mind, and sweetens too I \ 

But is her magic only felt below 1 
Say, through what brighter realms she bids it flow ; 
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To what pure beings, in a nobler sphere,'" 
She yields delight hut faintly imaged here : 
All that till now their rapt researches knew, 
Not called in slow succession to review ; 
But, as a landscape meets the eye of day, 
At once presented to their glad survey ! 

Eaeh scene of bliss revealed, since chaos fled, 
And dawning light ite dazzling glories spread ; 
Each chain of wonders that sublimely glowed. 
Since first Creation's choral anthem flowed ; 
Each ready flight, at Mercy's call divine, 
To distant worlds that undiscovered shine ; 
FuU on her tablet flings its living rays, 
And all, combined, with blest efi'iilgence blaze. 

There thy bright train, immortal Friendship, soar; 
No more to part, to mingle tears no more ! 
And, as the softening hand of Time endears 
The joys and sorrows of our infiint-years. 
So there the soul, released from human strife. 
Smiles at the little cares and ills of life ; 
Its lights and shades, its sunshine and its showers ; 
As at a dream that charmed her vacant hours ! 

Oft may the spirits of the dead descend 
To watch the silent slumbers of a friend ; 
To hover round his evening walk unseen, 
And hold sweet converse on the dusky green ; 
To hail the spot where firat their friendship grew, 
And heaven and nature opened to their view ! 
Oft when he trims his cheerful hearth, and sees 
A smiling circle emulous to please ; 
There may these gentle guests delight to dwell, 
And bless the scene they loved in life so well ! 
8* 
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thou ! with whom my heart was wont to share 
From Eeaaon's dawn each pleasure and each care ; 
With whom, alaa ! I fondly hoped to know 
The humble walks of happiness below ; 
If thy blest nature now unites above 
An angel's pity with a brother's love, 
Still o'er my life preserve thy mild control, 
Correct my views, and elevate my soul ; 
Grant me thy peace and purity of mind, 
Devout yet cheerful, active yet resigned ; 
Grant me, like thee, whose heart knew no disguise. 
Whose blameless wishes never aimed to rise, 
To meet the changes Time and Chance present 
With modest dignity and calm content. 
When thy last breath, ere Nature sunk to rest, 
Thy meek submission to thy God expressed ; 
When thy last look, ere thought and feeling fled, 
A mingled gleam of hope and triumph shed ; 
What to thy soul its glad assurance gave. 
Its hope in death, its triumph o'er the grave's 
The sweet Remembrance of unblemished youth. 
The still inspiring voice of Innocence and Truth ! 

Hail, Memory, hail ! in thy cxhaustless mine 
From age to age nnnnmbered treasures shino ! 
Thought and her atiadowy brood thy call obey. 
And Place and Time are subject to thy sway ! 
Thy pleasures most we feel when most alone ; 
The only pleasures we can call our oiro. 
Lighter than air, Hope's summer-visions die. 
If but a fleeting cloud obscure the sky ; 
If but a beam of sober Reason play, 
Lo ! Fancy's fairy frost-work melts away ! 
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But caiQ the wiles of Art, the grasp of Power, 
Snatch the rich relics of a well-spent hour 1 
These, when the tremhling spirit wings her flight, 
Pour round her path a stream of living light ; 
And gild those pure and perfect realma of rest. 
Where Virtue triumphs, and her sons are blest ! 
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BvERY readoc turns wiUi pleasure to thoflo pnsaagoa of lloraoo, and Pope, 
and fioilean, nbich describe how they liced and icboro thoj dnelt ; and 
which, being interspersed among their aatirieal writings, dorivo a societ and 
irresietible grace from the contrast, and are admirable examples of what in 

Wo have admittance to Horace at all honra. Wo enjoy tie eomponj and 
oODTorsation at hia ta,ble ; and bis suppers, like Plato's, "non solum in 
prioscntia, sed etiam postero die juoundsB suat." But, when we look round 
as we sit there, we And ourselves In a Sabiuo farm, and not io a Roman 
villa. His windows have every charm of ptospoct ; but his furniture might 
have descended from Cinoinnatus ; and gems, and pictures, and old marbles, 
are mentioned by him more than once w th a seeming indiiference. 

nia English imitator thought and lelt perhaps, more correctly on the 
Bubjeot ; and embellished his garden and giutto with great industry and 
Euooess. Hut to these atone he solicits our notice. On the ornaments of 
his house be is silent ; and he appt.a 
touches of bis pencil for the library t 
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pins a d^truire iiu'i) edifler. On oenau 
poser, il en taut prendre ua autre." 
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the elegances of life. True ImU is ai 

her ohoioo to few objects, and delights in producing great effects by si 
means ! while False Taste is forever sighing after the new and the rt 
and reminda us, in her works, of the Scholar of Apelles, wbu, not bi 
able to paiut his Helen beautiful, determined to make her fine. 
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EPISTLE TO A PEIENB. 



Dinvitfltion — Tbe Approach to a, Villti dasodbed— Ifa Sitnation — Its" 
fow ApartmeDts — Fumishod with Casls from tho Antique, Ao. — Tbo 
Dmmg-ruum-Ib9 I.ibrary — A Cold Bath -A Winter Walk-A 
Summer Walk — The Invitation renawed — Conolosion. 

When, with a Reaumur's skill, thy curious mind 

Has classed the insect-tribes of human kind, 

Each with its busy hum, or gilded wing. 

Its subtle web-work, or its venomed sting; 

Let me, to claim a few unvalued hours. 

Point oat the green lane rough with fern and flowers ; 

The sheltered gate that opens to my field, 

And the white front through mingling elms revealed. 

In vain, alas ! a village friend invites 
To simple comforts and domestic rites, 
When tie gay months of Carnival resume 
Their annual round of glitter and perfume ; 
When London hails thee to its splendid mart. 
Its hives of sweetsand cabinets of art ; 
And, lo ! majestic as thy manly song, 
Flows the full tide of human life along. 

Still must my partial pencil love to dwell 
On the home-prospects of my hermit-cell ; 
The mossy pales that skirt the orchard-green, 
Here hid by ahrub-wood, there by {glimpses seen ; 
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3 EPISTLE TO A PRIEND. 

And the brown pathway, that, with careless flow, 
Sinks, and is lost among the trees below- 
Still must it tra«e (the flattering tints forgive) 
Each fleeting charm that bids the landscape live. 
Oft o'er the mead, at pleasing distance, pass,' 
Browsing the hedge by fits, the panniered ass ; 
The idling shepherd-boy, with rude delight, 
Whistling his dog to mark the pebble's flight ; 
And in her kerchief blue the cottage-maid, 
With brimming pitcher from the shadowy glade. 
Far to the south a mountain-vale retires, 
Rich in its groves, and glens, and village spires ; 
Its upland lawns, and cliffs with foliage hung, 
Its wiaard-^tream, nor nameless nor unsung : 
And through the various year, the various day,' 
What scenes of glory burst, and melt away ! 

When April-verdure springs in Grosvenor-sqoare, 
And the furred Beauty comes to winter there, 
She bids old Nature mar the plan no more ; 
Yet still the seasons circle as before. 
Ah ! still as soon the young Aurora plays, 
Though moons and flambeaux trail their broadest blai;e ; 
Aa soon the sky-lark pours his matin-song, 
Though Evening lingers at the Masque so long. 

There let her strike with momentary ray. 
As tapers shine their little lives away ; 
There let her practise from herself to steal, 
And look the happiness she does not feel ; 
The ready smile and bidden blush employ 
At Faro-routs that dazzle to destroy ; 
Fan with affected ease the essenced air, 
And lisp of fashions with unmeaning stare. 
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Be thine to meditate an humbler flight, 
When morning filis the GeHa with rosy light ; 
Be thine to blend, nor thine a vulgar aim, 
Repoae with dignity, with Quiet fame. 

Here no state-chambers in long line unfold. 
Bright with broad mirrors, rough with fretted gold; 
Yet modest ornament, with use combined, 
Attracts the eye to exercise the mind. 
Small change of scene, small space, his home requires,' 
Who leads a life of satisfied desires. 

What though no marble breathes, no canvas glows, 
From every point a ray of genius flows ! * 
Be mine to bless the more mechanic skill. 
That stamps, renews, and multiplies at will ; 
And cheaply circulates, through distant climes, 
The fairest relics of the purest times. 
Here from the mould to conscious being start 
Those finer forms, the miracles of art ; 
Here chosen gems, imprest on sulphur, shine, 
That slept for ages in a second mine ; 
And here the faithful graver dares to traco 
A Michael's grandeur, and a Raphael's grace ! 
Thy gallery, Florence, gilds my humble walls ; 
And my low roof the Vatican recalls ! 

Soon as the morning-dream my pillow flies, 
To waking sense what brighter visions rise ! 
mark ! again the coursera of tlie Sun, 
At GuiDo's call, their round of glory run ! ' 
Again the rosy hours resume their flight, 
Obscured and lost in floods of golden light ! 

But could thine erring frigid so long forget 
(Sweet source of pensive joy and fond regret) 
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That here its warmest hues the pencil flings, 
Lo ! here the lost restores, the absent brings; 
And still the few best loved and most revered * 
Rise round the board their social smile endeared 1 ' 

Selected shelves shall claim thy studious hours ; 
There shall thj ranging mind be fed on flowers ! * 
There, while the shaded lamp's mOd lustre streanK, 
Read ancient books, or dream inspiring dreams f 
And, when a sage's bust arrests thee there, ^'' 
Pause, and his features with hia thoughts compare. 
— Ah ! most that Art my grateful rapture calls, 
Which breathes a soul into the silent walls ; "■ 
Which gathers round the wise of every tongue,'^ 
All on whose words departed nations hung ; 
StiU prompt to charm with many a converse sweet ; 
Guides in the world, companions in retreat ! 

Though my thatched bath no rich Mosaic knows, 
A limpid spring with unfelt current flows. 
Emblem of Life ! which, still as we survey. 
Seems motionless, yet ever glides away ! 
The shadowy walls record, with Attic art. 
The strength and beauty which its waves impart. 
Here Thetis, bending, with a mother's fears 
Dips her dear boy, whose prido restrains hia tears. 
There VEJfOS, rising, shrinks with sweet surprise, 
As her fair self reflected seems to rise ! " 

Far from the joyless glare, the maddening strife, 
And all the dull impertinence of life. 
These eyelids open to the rising ray,'^ 
And close, when Nature bids, at close of day. 
Here, at the dawn, the kindling landscape glows ; 
There noon-day levees call from faiut repose. 
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Here the flushed wave flings back the parting light ; 

There glimmering lamps anticipate the night. 

When from his classic dreams the student steals,'^ 

Amid the buzz of crowds, the whirl of wlicola, 

To muse unnoticed— while around him press 

The meteor-fonns of equipage and dress ; 

Alone, in wonder lost, he eeems to stand 

A very stranger in his native land ! 

And {though perchance of current coin posaest, 

And modern phrase by living lips exprest) 

Lite those blest Youths, forgive the fabling page,'° 

Whose blameless lives deceived a twilight age. 

Spent in sweet slumbers ; till the miner's spade 

Unclosed tJie cavern, and the morning played. 

Ah ! what their strange surprise, their wild delight ! 

New arts of life, new mannei-s, meet their sight ! 

In a new world they wake, as from the dead ; 

Yet doubt the trance dissolved, the vision fled .' 

0, come, and, rich in intellectual wealth, 
Blend thought with exercise, with knowledge health;' 
Long, in this sheltered scene of lettered talk, 
With sober step repeat the pensive walk ; 
Kor scorn, when graver triflings fail to please, 
The cheap amusements of a mind at ease ; 
Here cveiy care in sweet oblivion cast. 
And many an idle hour — not idly passed. 

No tuneful echoes, ambushed at my gate, 
Catch the blest accents of the wise and great.^* 
Vain of its various page, no Album breathes 
The sigh that Friendship or the Muse bequeaths. 
Yet some good Genii o'er my health preside, 
Oft the for friend, with secret spell, to guide ; 
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And there I ti-ace, when tho gray evening lowers, 
A silent chronicle of hapjner hours ! 

"When Chrifltmai revels in a world of snow, 
And bids her berries blush, her carols flow ; 
His spangling shower when Frost tlie wizard flings ; 
Or, borne m ether blue, on viewless wings, 
O'er the white pane his silvery foliage weaves, 
And gems with icicles the sheltering eaves ; 
— ^Thy muffled friend his nectarine-wall pursues, 
What time the sun the yellow crocus woos, 
Screened from the arrowy North ; and duly hies 
To meet the morning-rumor as it flies ; 
To range the murmuring market-place, and view 
The motley graups that faithful Tenigrs drew.'" 

When Spring bursts forth in blossoms through the 
And her wild music triumphs on the gale. 
Oft with my book I muse from stile to stile ; ™ 
Oil in my porch the listless noon beguile, 
Framing loose numbers, till declining day 
Through the green trellis shoots a crimson ray ; 
Till the west wind leads on the twilight hours, 
And shakes the fragrant bells of closing flowers. 

Nor boast, Choisy ! seat of soft delight. 
The secret cliarm of thy voluptuous night. 
Vain is the blaze of wealth, the pomp of power ! 
Lo ! here, attendant on the shadowy ]iour, 
Thy closet-supper, served by hands unseen. 
Sheds, like an evening-star, its ray serene,^ 
To hail our coming. Not a step profane 
Dares, with rude sound, the cheerful rite restrain ; 
And, while the frugal banquet glows revealed, 
Pure and nnbought^ — the natives of my field ; 
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While blusliing fruits through scattered leaves inyite, 
Still clad in bloom, and veiled in azure light; — 
With wine, as rich in years as HoBAca sings, 
With water, clear as his own fountain flings, 
The shifting side-board plays its humbler part, 
Beyond the triumphs of a Loriot's art,^ 

Thus, iu this calm recess, so richly fraught 
With mental light, and luxury of thought. 
My life steals on ; (0, could it blend with thine !) 
Careless my course, yet not without design. 
So through the vales of Loire the hco-hives glide," 
The light raft dropping with the silent tide ; 
So, till the laughing scenes are lost in night, 
The busy people wing their various flight, 
Culling unnumbered sweets from nameless flowers, 
That scent the vineyard in ite purple hours. 

Rise, ere the watch-relieving clarions play, 
Caught through St. James's groves at blush of day ; ^ 
Ere its full voice the choral anthem flings 
Through trophied tombs of heroes and of kings. 
Haste to the tranquil shade of learned ease,^ 
Though skilled alike to dazzle and to please ; 
Though each gay scene be searched with anxious eye, 
Nor thy shut door he passed without a sigh. 

If, when this roof shall know thy friend no more, 
Some, formed like thee, should once, like thee, explore 
Sivoke the lares of his loved retreat, 
And his lone walks imprint with pilgrim-feet ; 
Then be it said (as, vain of better days, 
Some gray domestic prompts the partial praise), 
" Unknown he lived, unenvied, not unblest ; 
Reason his guide, and Hiippiness his guest. 
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In the clear mirror of his moral page 
We trace the manners of a purer age, 
Hia aoul, with thirst of genuine glory fraught, 
Scorned the false lustre of licentious thought. 
— One fair asylum from the world he knew, 
One chosen scat, that charms with various view ! 
Who boasts of more (believe the serious strain) 
Siglis for a home, and sighe, alas ! in vain. 
Through each he roves, the tenant of a day, 
And, with the swallow, wings the year away ! " " 
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isiiasa." Petliapa Arthur ffaa right whei 



speak of a lilUe leat under ArialoUe in the library of Alticus I " LiWrls eusttntor et re- 
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^U1 nherQ thy email and cheerful conrerae flows, ' 



Tbe winded m^aen^ra from mind to mind, 
D^ana on hla apade, and, playful aa proround, 



Mjself by my oompaniona. 
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VOYAGE OF COLUMBUS. 
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The following Poem (or. to spcal. moro properly, ivliat remains of it ») 
baa here and there a. lyrical turn of tbouglit and espression. It is sudden 
in its transitiona, and full of liistorical allusiona ; loaTing much to be 
im^aed b; the reader. 

The subject is a vojage the moat memorable in the ojinals of mankind. 
Columbus was a person of estraordinarj yirtue and piety, acting, aa he eon- 
oeived, under the aense of a divine impulac ; and hia Huhierement the dis- 
oovery of a Sew Woi-W, tho inhabitanta of nhich were shut out from tiia 
light of revelation, and given up, as they belieted, to the dominion of 
malignant apirits. 

Many of the incidents will now be Ihought estravagant ; yet ttiej were 
once perhapa received with something more than indulgence. It was an 
ftgeof miracles ; and who can eaj that among the TCnerable legends in tho 
library of the Bscurial, or the more authentic reoorda which fill the great 
chamber in the ArcMm of Seville, and which relate entirely to the deep 
tragedy of America, there are no volumes that mention the marvellous 
things here described 1 Indeed, the story, as already told throughout 
Europe, admits of no heightoning. Such waa Iho religions enthusiaam of tha 
early writers, that tho author had only to tranafuae it into his verse ; and 
he appears to have done litlle more, though some of the oiroumataneea, 
which he alludes to as well known, have long ceased to he so. By using 
the hinguage of thut day, he has cJled up Columbus " in his habit as he 
lived;" and tlie authorities, such as exist, are carefully given by the 
translator. 

* The ori^naL in the Caslilian language, accorflin^ In tha Inacriplion Ihnt tolloiis was 
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INSCRIBED ON THE ORIGINAL MANUSCRIPT. 
Unclasp me, Stranger ; and unfold, 
With trembling care, my leaves of gold, 
Rich in Gothic portraiture — 
If yet, alas ! a leaf endure. 

In Rabida's monastic fane 
I cannot ask, and aak in vain. 
The language of Castile I speak; 
Mid many an Arab, many a Greek, 
Old in the daya of Charlbmaik ; 
When minstrel-music wandered round. 
And Science, waking, blessed the sound. 

No earthly thought has here a place, 
The cowl let down on every fece ; 
Yet here, in consecrated dust, 
Here would I sleep, if sleep I must. 
From Genoa when Columbus came 
(At once her glory and her shame), 
"I was here he caught the holy flame. 
'T waa here the generous vow he made ; 
His banners on the altar laid. 

Here, tempest-worn and desolate, 
A Pilot, journeying through the wild, 

» We have iq intereating aooount of bis first appearance in Spain, tha 
untty nhioh itas so soon to bo tlie theatre of his gloij. According ti 
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Stopt to solicit at the gate 

A pittance for his child. 

'T was here, unknowing and unknown, 

He stood upon the threshold-atone. 

But hope was hi3 — a faith sublime, 

That triumphs over phw;e and time ; 

And here, his mighty lahor done. 

And hia course of glory run, 

A while as more than man he stood. 

So large the deht of gratitude ! 

One hallowed morn, methought, I felt 
As if a soul within me dwelt ! 
But who arose and gave to me 
The sacred trust I keep for thee, 
And in his cell at even-tide 
Knelt before the cross and died — 
Inquire not now. His name no more 
Glimmers on the chancel-fioor, 
Near the lighta that ever shine 
Before St. Mary's blessed shrine. 

To me one little hour devote, 
And lay Ihy staff and scrip beside thee ; 

the testimony of Garcia, Fernandei, tlie physiaiiia of Paloa, a sea-faring 
man, ttBcompanied by a very jonng boy, stopped one day at (tie gate uf the 
Convent of La Ribida, and aslied of the porter a little bread and «ater for 
his eh.Id. While they wcto receiving this humble refreshment, the prior, 
Jufin Peres, hnppenmg to pass by, was etmek with the look and manner of 
the stranger, and, entering into eonveraation with him, soon learnt the par 
titulars of his ttory. The stranger wa^ Colnmbus ; the boy was his son 
Diego : and, but for this accidental interview, America might tavo re- 
mamed long nndiseovered . for it was to the .eal of Joan Porez that be 
™s finally Indebted for the aoeomplishment of his great pnrpose.- See 
Irvmg's History of Ciil ambus. 
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K«ad in tie temper tliat he wrote, 

And may his gentle spirit guide thee ! 

My leaves forsake me, oae by one ; 

The l>ook-worm through and through has gone. 

0, hastfi — unclsisp me, and unfold ; 

The tale within was never told ! 
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PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 



TiiEHE IB a. spirit in tho old Spanish ehroniolers of tie Biitaanth oontury 
that may be compared to the freshness of water at the fonntain-head. ThL-ir 
simplicity, their sensibilitj to the strange and tho wondurful, their n;ij 
weaknoBses, gi™ an infinite value, by giving a lifa and a oharactor to every- 
thing they touch; and their religion, which bursts out everywhere, adilica.-Ls 
iteolf to the imagination in the highest degree. If they err, thoir eiroi a 
are not their oivn. They think and foel after the fashion of the time ; nii,l 
their narratives are so many moving piotureB of the aoliona, manners and 
thoughts, of their contemporaries. 

What thej had to eommunicate might well make them eloquent ; but, 
inasmuch as relates to Columbus, the inspiration went no further. No 
national poem appeared on the subject ; no Camoena did honor to his genius 
and his virtues. Yet tiie materials tliat have descended to us are surely 
not unpoetioal ; and a desh-e (o avail myself of them, to convey in some 
instances as far as I could, in others as far aa I dared, their warmth of col- 
oring and wildness of imagery, led me to conceive the idea of a poem written 
not long after his death, when the great consequenoes of the discovery were 
beginning to unfold themselves, bnt while the minds of man were still 
clinging to the superstitions of their fathers. 

The event here described may be thought too recent for the machinery ; 
but I found thorn together.* A belief m the agency of evil spirits prevailed 
over both hemispheres ; and even yet seems almost necessary to enable us 



loi^inquo reverenlia. L'aoigneni 
trop gr^^e proximity des temps : 
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THE ARGUMEKT, 



inea constaut ani unrBcieiiiie ; night giid daj he ml™tnK3,till he is audilenJy stopped 
8 cuuree hy a maa of vegetattod, tHeodlng as fiir as the eje can reach, and aBsuraing 
lp^^ea^ance of a conptry orai-hulLded hy Ihe sea. Alarm and dwpoiHence on board. 



lar Uie naUoni roniifl j-our altars, aod prepare tor an eMerdiinalliig war." They 
» while he Is yet BpeaUng ; aud, lu the shape of a condor, he directs bis flight to 
et niB journey deacrlhed. He arrives there. A panic. A muthiy. Coliunhua 
13 oTiiet i condnues on his voyage ; and lands in a New World. Cerenranies of 
!t uilervlair. Rites of hospitality. The ghost of CaMlva, 
months pass away, and an angel, appearhig in a dream t» Colnmhus, Ibua 
eos him ; " Betom Id Europe ; Ihoueh your adsersaries, such is the wQI of Heaven, 

Ives into the hearts of your tiilloivers, and malihig the world, which you came to 
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THE TOYAGE OF COLUMBUS. 



CANTO I. 
R!ght-Oolumbus on tlio Atlantic— (he Variation of the Compass, Ao, 

Say who, when age on age had rolled away, 
And still, as sunk the golden orh of day, 
The seaman watched him, while he lingered here, 
With many a wish to follow, many a fear, 
And gazed and gazed and wondered where he went. 
So hright his path, so glorious his descent. 
Who first adventured? — In his birth obscure, 
Tet bom to build a Fame that should endure,^ 
Who the great secret of the Deep possessed, 
And, issuing through the portals of the west. 
Fearless, resolved, with every sail unfurled, 
Planted his standard on the unknown world? 
Him, by the Paynim bard described of yore, 
And ere his coming sung on either shore, 
Him could not I exalt — by Heaven designed 
To lift the veil that covered half mankind ! 
Yet, ere I die, I would fulfil my vow ; 
Praise cannot wound his generous spirit now. 



Hcssdb, Google 



[22 THE VOYAGE OF COLUMEUS. 

'T was night. The Moon, o'er the wide wave, disclosed 
Her awful &!ce; and Nature's self reposed ; 
When, slowly rising in the azure sky, 
Three white sails shone — hut to no mortal eye, 
Entering a houndless sea. In slumher cast, 
The very ship-boy, on the dizzy mast. 
Half breathed his orisons ! Alone unchanged, 
Calmly, beneath, the great Commander^ ranged. 
Thoughtful, not sad ; and, as the planet grew. 
His noble form, wrapt in his mantle blue, 
Athwart the deck a deepening shadow threw. 
" Thee hath it pleased — Thy will he done!" he said,' 
Then sought his cabin ; and, their garments spread. 
Around him lay the sleeping as the dead. 
When, by his lamp to that mysterious guide,* 
On whose still counsels all his hopes relied, 
That oracle to man in mercy given, 
Wiose voice is truth, whose wisdom is from heaven. 
Who over saods and seaa directs the stray, 
And, as with God's own finger, points the way, 
He turned; but what strange thoughts perplexed his soul, 
When, lo ! no more attracted to the pole. 
The Compass, faithless as the circling vane. 
Fluttered and fixed, fluttered and fixed again ! 
At length, as by. some unseen hand imprest, 
It sought with trembling energy — the West ! ' 
" Ah no ! " he cried, and calmed his anxious brow. 
" 111, nor the signs of ill, 't is thine to show ; 
Thuie hut to lead me where I wished to go ! " 
Columbus erred not." In that awful hour, 
Sent forth to save, and girt with god-like power. 
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THE VOYAGE OE COLrMEUS. 12;! 

And glorious aa the regent of the sun.' 

An angel came ! He spoke, and it was done ! 

He spoke, and, at his call, a mighty wind,^ 

Not like the fitful blast, with fury blind, 

But deep, inajeatic, in ita destined course. 

Sprung with unerring, unrelenting force, 

From the bright East. Tides duly ebbed and flowed ; 

Stars rose and set ; and new horizons glowed ; 

Yet still it blow ! Aa with primeval sway 

Still did ite ample spirit, night and day, 

Move on the waters ! — All, resigned to Fat«, 

Folded their arras and sate;' and seemed to wait 

Some sudden change ; and sought, in chill suspense, 

New spheres of being, and new modes of sense ; 

Aa men departing, though not doomed to die. 

And midway on their passage to eternity. 



CANTO ri. 



"WnAT vast foundations in the abyss arc there,' 
As of a former world 1 Is it not where 
Atlantic kings their barbarous pomp displayed ;^ 
Sunk into darkness with the realms they swayed. 
When towers and temples, through the closing -wave, 
A glimmering ray of ancient splendor gave — 
And we shall rest with them') — Or are wc thrown" 
(Each gazed on each, and all exclaimed as one) 
" Where things familiar cease and strange begin. 
All progress ban-ed to those without, within 7 
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i THE VOYAGE OB COLUMBUS. 

— Soon is tlie doubt resolved. Arise, behold — 
We stop to stir no more . . . ' nor will the tale be told." 

The pilot smote his breast ; the watchman cried 
" Land ! " and his voice in faltering accents died.* 
At once the fury of the prow was quelled ; 
And (whence or why from many an age witliheld)' 
Shrieks, not of men, were mingling in the blast ; 
And armed shapes of god-like stature passed ! 
Slowly along the evening-sky they went, 
As on the edge of some vast battlement ; 
Helmet and shield, and speai and gonfalon, 
Streaming a baleful hght that was not of the sun ! 

Long from the st«in the great adventurer gazed 
With awe, not fear , then high hjs hands he raised. 
"Thou All-supreme ... in goodness aa in power, 
Who, from his birth to this eventful hour, 
Hast led thy servant over land and sea, ^ 
Confessing Thee in all, and all in Thee, 
still" — He spoke, and, lo ! the charm accurst 
Fled whence it came, and the broad barrier burst ! 
A vain illusion ! (such us mocks the eyes 
Of fearful men, when mountains round them rise 
From less than nothing) nothing now beheld. 
But scattered sedge — repelling, and repelled ! 

And once again that valiant company 
Eight onward came, ploughing the unknown sea. 
Already borne beyond the range of thought, 
With light divine, with truth immortal fraught. 
From world to world their steady course they keep,' 
Swift as the winds along the waters sweep, 
Mid the mute nations of the purple deep. 
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THE VOYAGE OP COLTJMEUS. 1 

— And now tho sound of harpy- wings tliej hear ; 
Now less and less, as vanishing in fear ! 
And see, the heavena bow do\ni, tho waters rise, 
And, rising, shoot in columns to the skies,' 
That stand — and still, when they proceed, rotiro, 
As in the desert burned tlic sacred fire ; 
Moving in silent majesty, till Night 
Descends, and shuts the vision from their sight. 



CANTO III. 
An Assemblj of Evil Fpirita. 

Though changed my cloth of gold for amice gray^ — 

In my spring-time, when every month was May, 

With hawk and hound I coursoil away the hour, 

Or sung my roundelay in lady's bower. 

And thoogh my world be now a narrow cell 

(Renounced forever all I loved so well), 

Though now my head bo bald, my feet be bare. 

And scarce my knees sustain my hook of prayer, 

0, I was there, one of that gallant crew. 

And saw — and wondered whence his power he drew, 

Yet little thought, though by his side I stood, 

Of his great foes in earth and air and flood. 

Then uninstructed. — But my sand is run, 

And the night coming . . , and my task not done .' . . 

'T was in the deep, immeasurable cave 
Of Andbs,^ echoing to the Southern wave, 
Mid pillars of basalt, the work of fire, 
That, gianl^like, to upper day aspire. 
11* 
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:6 THE VOi'AGE OF COLL-JIBrS. 

'T waa there that now, as wont in heaven to shine, 
Forms of angelic mould and grace divine 
Assembled. All, exiled the realms of rest, 
In vain the sadness of their souls suppressed ; 
Tet of their glorj many a scattered ray 
Shot through the gathering shadows of decay. 
Each moved a god; and all, aa gods, possessed 
One half the globe ; from pole to pole c 



0, could I now — but how in mortal verse — 
Their numbers, their heroic deeds, rehearse ! 
These in dim shrines and barbarous symbols reign, 
"Wbere Plata and Maragnon meet the main.' 
Those the wild hunter worships as he roves 
In the green shade of Chili's fragrant groves ■ 
Or warrior-tribes with rites of blood implore, 
Whoso night^fires gleam along the sullen shore 
Of HuKON or Ontaoio, inland seas,'"' 
"VVliat time tie song of death is in the breeze ! 

'T was now in dismal pomp and order due. 
While the vast concave flashed with lightnings blue, 
On shining pavements of metallic ore, 
That many an age the fusing sulphur bore, 
They held high council. All was silence round. 
When, with a voice most sweet, yet most profound, 
A sovereign Spirit burst the gates of night, 
And from his wings of gold shook drops of liquid light .' 
Mbkion, commissioned with his host to sweep 
From age to age the melancholy deep ! 
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THE VOYAOB OF COLOMBCTS. J-V^ 

Chief of tie Zemi, whom the Isles obeyed, 
Uy Ocean severed from a world of shade." 

I. 
"Prepare, again prepare," 
Thus o'er the soul the thrilling accents came 
" Thrones to resign for lakes of living flame, 

And triumph for despair. 
He, on whose call afflicting thunders wait 

Has willed it ; and hia will is fate .' 
In vaJn the legions, emulous to save, 

Hung in the tempest o'fer the troubled main ;' 
Turned each presumptuous prow that hroke the wave, 

And dashed it on its shores again. 
All is fulfilled ! Behold, in close "array. 
What mighty banners stream in the bright track of day .' 



"No voice aa erst shall in the desert rise;' 

Nor ancient, dread solemnities 

With scorn of death the trembling tribes inspire. 

Wreaths for the Conqueror's brow the victims bind ! 

Yet, though wc fled yon flrmament of fire. 

Still shall we fly, all hope of rule resigned ? " 



He spoke ; and all was silence, all was night ! ' 
Each had already winged his formidable flight. 
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THE VOYAGE OE COLUMBUS. 



CANTO IV. 
The Voyaga eontinuea. 

* * * * * iti It! 

" An, why )ook back, though all ia left behind 1 
No sounds of life are stirring in the wind.— 
And jou, ye birds, winging jour passage home. 
How blest je are ! — We know not where we roam 
We go," they cried, " go to return no more ; 
Nor ours, alaa ! the transport to explore 
A human footstep on a desert shore ! " 



— Still, as beyond this mortal hfe impelled 
By some mysterious energy, he held 
His everhsting course. Still self-possessed, 
High on the deck he stood, disdaining rest 
(His amber-chain the only badge he horo, 
His mantle blue such as his Withers wore); 
Pathomed, with searching hand, the dark profound, 
And scattered hope and glad assurance round ; 
Though, like some strange portentous dream, the Post 
Still hovered, and the cloudless sky o'ercast. 

At day-break might the Caravels' be seen, 
Chasing their shadows o'er the deep serene ; 
Their burnished prows lashed by the sparkling tide, 
Their green-cross standai-da waving &r and wide. 
And now once more to better thoughts inclined, 
The seaman, mounting, clamored in the wind, 
The soldier told his tales of love and war;^ 
The courtier sung — sung to his gay guitar. 
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THE VOYAGE OF COLUMBUS. 12' 

Round, at Primcro, sate a whiskered band ; 

So Fortune smiled, careless of sea or land ! ^ 

Leon, Mostalvan (serving side by side ; 

Two with one soul — and, as they lived, they died), 

Vasco the brave, thrice found among the slain 

Thrice, and how soon, up and in arms again, 

As soon to wish he had been sought in vain, 

Chained down in Fez, beneath the bitter thong, 

To the hard bench and heavy oar so Jong ! 

Albert of Florence, who, at twilight-time. 

In my rapt ear poured Dante's tragic rhyme, 

Screened by the sail as near the mast we lay, 

Our uighia illumined by the ocean-spray ; 

And Manfred, who espoused with jewelled ring 

Young Isabel, then left her sorrowing : 

Lerma "the generous," Avila "the proud;"* 

Velasgubz, Garcia, through the echoing crowd 

Traced by their mirth — from Ebeo's classic shore, 

From golden Tajo, to return no more ! 






Yet who but he undaunted could explore' 
A world of waves, a sea without a shore, 
Trackless and vast and ivild as that revealed 
When round the Ai-k the birds of tempest wheeled ; 
When all was still in the destroying hour — 
No sign of man ! no vestige of his power ! 
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THE VOYAGE OP COLUMIiUS. 

One at the stem before the hour-glass stood, 
As 't were to count the sands ; ooe o'er the flood 
Gazed for St. Elmo;' while another cried 
" Once more good-morroiv ! " and sate down and sighed. 
Day, when it came, came only with its light. 
Though long invoked, 't was sadder than the night ! 
Look where he would, forever as he turned, 
He met the eye of one that inly mourned. 

Then sunk his generous spirit, and he wept. 
The fiiend, the father rose ; the hero slept. 
Palos, thy port, with many a pang resigned, 
Filled with its busy scenes his lonely mind ; 
The solemn march, the vows in concert given,^ 
The bended knees and lified hands to heaven, 
The incensed rites, and choral harmonies. 
The Guardian's blessings mingling mth his sighs ; 
While his dear boya — ah ! on his neck they hung,* 
And long at parting to his garments clung. 

Oft in the silent night-watch doubt and fear 
Broke in uncertain murmurs on his ear. 
Oft the stern Catalan, at noon of day. 
Muttered dark threats, and lingered to obey ; 
Though that braye youth — he, whom his courser here 
Right through the midst, when, fetlock-deep in gore, 
The great Gonsalvo^ battled with the Moor 
(What time the Alhamcea shook — soon to unfold 
Its sacred courts, and fountains yet untold. 
Its holy tests and arabesques of gold),- — 
Though EoLDAH, sleep and death to him alike," 
Gra^d his good sword and half unsheathed to strike. 
"0, bom to wander with your flocks," he cried, 
" And bask and dream along the mountain-side ; 
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THE VOYAGE OF COLOILL'S. V, 

To urge your mules, tinkling from hill lo hill; 
Or at the vintage feast to drink jour fill, 
And strite your castanets, with gypsy-maid 
Dancing Fandangos in the oheatnut shade — 
Come on," he cried, and threw hia glove in scorn, 
" Kot this your wonted pledge, the brimming horn. 
Valiant in peace ! Adventurous at home ! 
0, had ye vowed with pilgrim -staff to roam ; 
Or with banditti sought the sheltering wood. 
Where mouldering crossea mark the scene of blood !— 
Ho sajdj he drew; then, at his Master's frown, 
Sullenly sheathed, plunging the weapon down. 



Tlio Flight of an Angel uf DatkntiS. 

Was and the Great ia War let others sing,* 
Havoc and spoil, and tears and triumphing; 
The morning-march that flashes to the sun. 
The feast of vultures when the day is done ; 
And the strange tale of many slaJn for one ! 
I sing a Man, amid his sufferings here. 
Who watched and served in humbleness and fear ; 
Gentle to others, to himself severe. 

Still unsubdued by Danger's varying form. 
Still, as unconscious of the coming storm, 
He looked elate ; and, with hia wonted smile. 
On the great Ordinance leaning, would beguile 
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The hour with tali. Hia beard, his mien sublime, 
Shadowed by Age — by Age before the time,^ 
Jrom many a sorrow borne in many a. clime, 
Moved every heart. And now in opener skiea 
Stara yet unnamed of purer radiance rise ! 
Stars, milder suns, that love a shade to cast. 
And on tie bright wave fling the trembling mast ! 
Another firmament ! the orbs that roll, 
Singly or clustering, round the Southern pole I 
Kot yet the four that glorify tlie Night — 
Ah ! how forget when to my ravished sight 
The Cross shone forth in everlasting light ! ' 

******* 
'T was the mid hour, when He, whose accents dread 
Still wandered through the regions of the dead 
(Merion, commissioned with his host to sweep 
From age to age the melancholy deep), 
To elude the seraph-guard that wat«hed for man, 
And mar, as erst, the Eternal's perfect plan. 
Hose like the condor, and, at towering height. 
In pomp of plumage sailed, deepening the shades of night. 
Eoc of the West ! to him all empire given ! ^ 
Who bears Axalhua'a dragon folds to heaven ; ' 
His flight a whirlwind, and, when heard afar. 
Like thunder, or the distant din of war ! 

Mountains mi seas fled backw-ard as he passed 
O'er the great globe, by not a cloud o'ereast 
From the Antarctic, from the Land of Fire ° 
To where Alaska's wintry wilds retire ; ' 
From mines of gold,* and giant-sons of earth, 
To grots of ice, and tribes of pigmy birth 
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Who freeze alivej nor, dead, in dust repose, 
High-lmng in forests to the casing snows." 

Now mid angelic multitudes he files, 
That hourly come with blessings from the skiet 
Win^ the blue element, andj home sublime, 
Eyes the set sun, gilding each distant clime ; 
Then, like a meteor shooting to the main, 
Melts into pure intelligence again. 



What thoagh Despondence reigned, and wild Afiright— 
Stretched in tho midst, and, through that dismal night,^ 
By his white plume revealed and buskins whito,' 
Slept RoLDAN. When bo closed his gay career, 
Hope fied forever, and with Hope fled Fear. 
JBlest with each gift indulgent Tortune sends, 
Birth and its rights, wealth and its train of friends, 
Star-like he shone ! Now beggared and alone, 
Danger he wooed, and claimed her for his own. 
O'er him a Vampire his dark wings displayed.^ 
'T was Mebion's self, covering with dreadful shade/ 
He came, and, couched on Roldan's ample breast, 
Eafih secret pore of breathing life possessed, 
Fanning the sleep that seemed his final rest; 
Then, inly gliding like a subtle flame,'' 
Thrice, with a cry that thrilled the mortal frame, 
12 
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Called on the Spirit witliin. Disdaining flight, 
Calmly she rose, collecting all her might." 
Dire was the dark encounter ! Long unq^uelled, 
Her sacred seat, sovereign and pure, she held. 
At length the great foe binds her for his prize, 
And awful, as in death, the body lies '. 

Not long to slumber ! In an evil hour 
Informed and lifted by the unknown power, 
It starts, it speaks ! "We live, we breathe no more ! 
The fatal wind blows on the dreary shore ! 
On yonder clifls beckoning their follow-prcy, 
The spectres stalk, and murmur at delay ! ' 
— Yet if thou canst (not for myself I plead ! 
Mine but to follow where 'tis thine to lead), 
0, turn and save ! To thee, with streaming eyes, 
To thee each widow kneeb, each orphan cries ! 
Wlio now, condemned the lingering hours to tell. 
Think and but think of those they loved so well .' " 

All melt in tears ! but what can tears avail 1 
These climb the mast, and shift the swelling sail. 
These snatch the helm ; and round me now I hear 
Smitmg of hands, outcries of grief and fear^ 
(That in the aisles at midnight haunt me still. 
Turning my lonely thoughts from good to ill). 
"AVere there no graves — none in our land," they cry, 
"That thou hast brought us on the deep to die?" 

Silent with sorrow, long within his cloak 
His face he muffled — then the hbeo spoke. 
" Generous and brave ! when God himself is here, 
Why shake at shadows in your mid career "} 
He can suspend the laws himself designed. 
He walks the watera, and the winged wind ; 
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Himaelf your guide ! and yours tic high heheat, 
To lift your voice, and bid a, ivorW ho blest ! 
And can you shrink? to you, to you consigned" 
The glorious privilege to serve mankind ! 
0, had I perished, ivhen my failmg frame '" 
Clung to the shattered oar mid wrecks of flame .' 

— Was it for this I lingered life aivay, 

The scorn of Folly, and of Fraud the prey ;'■ 
Bowed down my mind, the gift His bounty gave, 
At courts a suitor, and to slaves a slave 7 

— Tet in Hia name whom only we should fear 
CT is all, all I shall ask, or you shall hear) 

Grant but three days." —He spoke not uninspired;" 
And each in silence to his watch retired. 

At length among us came an unknown Voice ! 
" Go, if ye will ; and, if ye can, rejoice. 
Go, with unbidden guests the banquet share. 
In his own shape shal! Death receive you there."" 



Land diaooverod. 

Twii'c in the zenith blazed the orb of light; 

No shade, all sun, insufferably bright ! 

Then the long line found rest — in coral groves 

Silent and dark, where the sea-lion roves : 

And all on deck, kindling to life again, 
Sent forth their anxious spirits o'er the main. 

" whence, as wafted from Elysium, whence 
These perfumes, strangers to the raptured sense ? 
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Theae boughs of gold, ancl fruits of heavenly huo, 
Tinging with vermeil light the billows blue'? 
And (thrice, thrice blessed is the eye that spied, 
The hand that snatched it sparkling in the tide) 
Whose cunning carved this vegetable bowl,^ 
Symbol of social rites and intercourse of soul?" 
Such to their grateful ear the gush of springs, 
Who course the ostrich, as away she wings ; 
Sons of the desert ! who delight to dwell 
'Mid kneeling camels lound the sacred well ; 
Who, ere the terrojs of hio pomp 1 c pissed. 
Fall to the demon m the reddening blast.^ 

The sails wcio fuikl ^Mth m%nj a melting close, 
Solemn and slow the evenmg anthem rose, 
Rose to the Virgm ^ T ivas the honr of day 
When setting suns o ei summei se ib display 
A path of glory opening m the west 
To golden climes and islands of the blest ; 
And human voices on the silent an 
Went o'er the wi-ves in songs o£ gladness there ! 

Chosen of Men ' ■" T was thine at noon of night. 
First from the pro^ to hail the ^bmmermg light ; ^ 
(Emblem of Truth divine whose sccitt ray 
Enters the soul and makes the darkneas day !) 
"Pedro! Rodrico ' '■ there mcthought, it shone ! 
There — in the west ! and now, alas ! t is gone ! — 
T was all a dream ! we gaze and gaze in vain ! 
— But mark and speak not, there it comes again ! 
It moves ! what form unseen, what being there 
With torch-like lustre fires the murky air? 
His instincts, passions, say, how like our own 1 
! when will day reveal a world unknown? " 
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Long on the dsop the mists of morning lay, 
Then rose, revealing, as they rolled away, 
Half-circling hills, whoso everlasting woods 
Sweep with their sable skirts the shadowy floods : 
And say, when aJl, to holy trans]iort given. 
Embraced and wept as at the gates of Heaven, 
When one and al! of us, repentant, ran, 
And, on oar faces, blessed the wondrous man ; 
■ Say, was I then deceived, or from the skies 
Burst on my ear seraphic harmonics 1 
" Glory to God ! " unnumbered voices sung, 
" Glory to God ! " the vales and mountains rang. 
Voices that hailed Creation's primal morn. 
And to the shepherds sung a Saviour horn. 

Slowly, bare-headed, through the surf we bore 
The sacred cross,' and, kneelmg, kissed the shore. 
But what a scene was there 1 ^ Nymphs of romance,^ 
Youths graceful as the Faun, with eager glance. 
Spring from the glades, and down the alleys peep, 
Then headlong rush, bounding from steep to steep. 
And clap their hands, exclaiming as they run, 
" Come and hehold the Children of the Sun ! " * 
When bark, a signal-shot ! The voice, it came 
Over the sea in darkness and in flame .' 
They saw, they heard ; and up the highest hill. 
As in a picture, all at once were still ! 
Creatures so (air, in garments strangely wrought, 
From citadels, with Heaven's own thunder fraught, 
12* 
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Checked their light footsteps — statue-lite they stood, 
As ivorshipped forms, the Genii of the Wood ! 

At length the spell dissolves ! The warrior's lance 
Rings on the tortoise with wild dissonance ! 
And see, the regal plames, the couch of state ! * 
Still, where it moves, the wise in council wait ! 
See now home forth the monstrous roask of gold, 
And ebon chair of many a serpent-fold ; 
These now exchanged for .gifts that thrice surpass 
The wondrous ring, and lamp, and horse of brass." 
What long-drawn tube transpoi-ts the gazer home,' 
Kindling with stars at noon the ethereal dome '} 
'T is here : and here circles of solid light 
Charm with another self the cheated sight; 
As man to man another self disclose. 
That now with terror starts, with triumph glows f 



CASTO s, 
0— Tho HummiQ! 



Then Cora came, the youngest of her race. 

And in her hands she hid her lovely face; 

Yet oft hy stealth a timid glance she cast, 

And now with playful step the mirror passed, 

Each bright reflection brighter than the last ! 

And oft behind it flew, and oft before ; 

The more she searched, pleased and perplexed the more ! 

And looked and laughed, and blushed with qnick surprise ; 

Her lips all mirth, all ecstasy her eyes ! 
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But soon the tel p tt t her view ; 
And, lo ! her lover a 1 1 ht noe 
Rocking, at noontid th 1 t sea, 
Before her lies ! It on t nn t be. 
Late as he left the h h 1 n red there, 
Till, less and less, he melted into air ! — 
Sigh after sigh steals from her gentle frame, 
And say — that murmur ■ — was it not his name 1 
She turns, and thinks ; and, lost in wild amaze. 
Gazes again, and could forever gaze ! 

Nor can thy flute, AlokSO, now excite 
Ab in Valencia, when, with fond delight, 
Francisca, waking, to the lattice flew, 
So soon to love and to be wretched too ! 
Hers through a convent-grate to send her last adieu. 
— Yet who now comes uncalled ; and round and round, 
And near and nearer flutters to the sound ; 
Then stirs not, breathes not — on enchanted ground 1 
Who now lets fall the flowers she culled to wear 
"When he, who promised, should at eve be there ; 
And faintly smiles, and han^ her head aside 
The tear that glistens on her cheek to hide ? 
Ah, who hut Cora? — till, inspired, possessed, 
At once she springs, and clasps it to her breast ! 

Soon from the bay the mingling crowd ascends, 
Kindred first met ! by sacred instinct Friends ! 
Through citron-groves, and fields of yellow maize,' 
Through plantain-walks ivhere not a sunbeam plays. 
Hero blue savannas fade into the sky, 
There forests frown in midnight majesty; 
Ceiba,' and Indian fig, and plane sublime. 
Nature's first-born, and reverenced by Time ! 
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There sita the hird that speaks ! " there, quivering, rise 
Wings that reflect the glow of eveniag-sldea ! 
Half bird, half fly,* the fiiiiy king of flowers" 
E«igna there, and revels through the fragrant hours ; "^ 
Gem fiill of Ufe, and joy and song divine, 
Soon in the virgin's graceful ear to shine/ 

'T waa ho that sung, if ancient Fame speaks truth, 
" Come ! follow, follow to the Fount of Youth ! 
I quaff the ambrosial mists that round it rise, 
Dissolved and lost in dreams of Paradise ! " 
For there called forth, to bless a happier hour, 
It met the sun in many a rainbow-shower ! 
Murmuring delight, its living waters rolled 
'Mid branching palms and amaranths of gold ! ' 



Evening — A Honqaet — rho Ghoat of Cuiiivi. 

The tamarind closed her leaves ; the marmoset 
Dreamed on his bough, and played the mimic yet. 
Fresh from the lake the breeze of twilight blow. 
And vast and deep the mountain-shadows grew ; 
When many a fire-fly, shooting through the glade, 
Spangled the locks of many a lovely maid. 
Who now danced forth to strew our path with flowei 
And hymn our welcome to celestial bowers,' 

There odorous lamps adorned the festal rite. 
And guavas blushed as in the vales of light.^ 
There silent sate many an unbidden guest,^ 
Whose steadfast looks a secret dread impressed ; 
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Not there forgot the saered frait tliat fed 
At nightly feasts tho spirits of the dead, 
Mingling in scenes that mirth to mortals give, 
Eut by their sadness known from those that live. 

There met, as erst, within the wont«d grove, 
Unman-ied girls and youths that died for love ! 
Sons now beheld their ancient sires again ; 
And sires, alas ! their sons in battle-slain ! * 

But whence that sigh 1 "I ivas fi-om a heart that broke ! 
And whence that voice 1 As from the grave it spoko ! 
And who, as unresolved the feast to share, 
Sits half- withdrawn in faded splendor there 1 
'T is he of yore, the warrior and tho sage, 
Wliose hps have moved in prayer from age to age ; 
Whose eyes, that wandered as in search before, 
Now on Columbus fixed — to search no more ! 
Cazziva,^ gifted in his day to know 
The gathering signs of a long night of woe ; 
Gifted by those who give but to enslave ; 
No rest in death ! no refuge in the grave ! 
— With sudden spring as at the shout of war, 
He flies ! and, turning in his flight, from far 
Glares through the gloom like some portentous star ! 
Unseen, unheard ! Hence, minister of ill ! ^ 
Hence, 't is not yet ihe hour ! though come it will ! 
They that foretold — too soon shall they ftilfil ; ' 
When forth they rush as with the torrent's sweep. 
And deeds are done that make tho angels weep ! 

Hark, o'er the busy mead the shell proclaims? 
Triumphs, and masques, and high heroic games. 
And now the old ait round ; and now the young 
Climb the green boughs, the murmuring doves among. 
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Who claims the prize, when wing^tl feet contend ; 
When twanging bowa the flaming arrows send 1 '■'' 
Who stands self-centred in the field of feme. 
And, grappling, flings to earth a giant's frame 1 
Whilst all, with anxious hearts and eager eyes, 
Eend aa he hends, and, as he risesj rise ! 
And Cora's self, in pride of beauty here, 
Trembles with grief and joy, and hope and fear ! 
(She whoj the fiiirest, ever flew the first, 
With cup of halm to quench his burning thirat , 
Knelt at his head, her fan-leaf in her hind, 
And hummed the air that pleased him whjie she fanned 
How bleat his lot ! — though, by the Muse unsung. 
His name shall perish, when his knell la rung 
That night, transported, with a sigh I aaid 
" 'Tis all a dream!" — Now, like a dream, 'tis fled; 
And many and many a year has passed away. 
And I alone remain to iratch and pray ! 
Yet oft in darkness, on my bed of straw, 
Oft I awake and think on what I saw ! 
The groves, the birds, the youths, the nymphs recall. 
And CoKA, loveliest, sweetest of them all ! 



Still would I speak of lum, before I went. 
Who among ua a life of sorrow spent,' 
And, dying, left a world hia monument ; 
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Still, if the time allowed ! My hour draws near ; 
But he will prompt me when I fiiint with fear. 
— Alas, he iiears mo not ! He cannot hear ! 

Twico the moon iilled her silver um with light. 
Then from the throne an angel winged his flight ; 
He, who unfixed the compass, and assigned 
O'er the wild waves a pathway to the wind ; 
Who, while approached by none but spirits pure, 
Wrought, in his progress through the dread obscure, 
Signs like the ethereal bow — that shall endure ! ^ 

As he descended through the upper air. 
Day broke on day ^ as God himself were there ! 
Before the great discoverer, laid to rest. 
He stood, and thus his secret soul addressed.* 

" The wind recalls theo ; its stiil voice obey. 
Millions await thy coming ; hence, away. 
To thee blest tidings of great joy consigned, 
Another nature, and a new mankind ! 
The vain to dream, the wise to doubt, shall cease ; 
Xoung men be glad, and old depart in peace ! ' 
Hence ! though assembling in the fields of air, 
Now, in a night of clouds, thy foes prepare 
To rock the globe with elemental v/aiB, 
And dash the floods of ocean to the stars ; " 
To bid the meek repine, the valiant weep. 
And thee restore thy secret to the deep ! ' 

" Not then to leave thee ! to their vengeance east. 
Thy heart their aliment, their dire repast ! * 

****** 
To other eyes shall Mexico unfold 
Her feathered tapestries, and roofs of gold, 
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To other eyes, from distant cliff descried," 
Shall the Pacific roll his ample tide ; 
There destined soon rich argosiea to ride. 
Chains thy reward ! beyond the Atlantic wave 
Hung in thy chamber, buried in thy grave ! "' 
Thy reverend form ^ to time and grief a prey, 
A spectre wandering in the light of day ! '^ 

"What though thy gray hairs to the dust descend, 
Their scent shall track thee, track thee to the end ; 
Thy sons reproached with their great father's fiune,^ 
And on his world inscribed another's name ! 
That world a prison-house, full of sights of woe, 
Where groans burst forth, and tears in torrents flow ! 
These gardens of the aun, sacred to song, 
Ey dogs of carnage," howling loud and long, 
Swept — till the voyager, in the desert air,'' 
Starts back to hear his altered accents there ! '^ 

" Not thine the olive, but the sword to bring ; 
Not peace, but war ! Yet from these shores shall spring 
Peace without end; " from these, with blood defiled, 
Spread the pare spirit of thy Master mild ! 
Here, in His train, shall arts and arms attend,'" 
Arte to adorn, and arms but to defend. 
Assembling here, all nations shall be blest ; '" 
The sad be comforted ; the weary rest ; 
Untouched shall drop the fetters from the slave ; ^ 
And He shall rule the world he died to save ! 

" Hence, and rejoice. The glorious work is done. 
A spark is thrown that shall eclipse the sun ! 
And, though bad men shall long thy course pureue 
As erst the ravening brood o'er chaos flew,^' 
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He, whom I serve, shall vindicate his reiga ; 
The spoiler spoiled of all ; ^ the slayer slain ; ^ 
The tyrant's self, oppressing and opprcst. 
Mid gems and gold unenvied and unblest : ^ 
While to the starry sphere thy name shall rise, 
(Not there unsung thy generous enterprise !) 
Thine in all hearts to dwell — by Fame enshrined, 
With those, the few, that live hut for mankind ; 
Thine evermore, transcendant happiness ! 
World beyond world to visit and to hless." 
13 
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Thy lonely watch-tower, Lareuillo, 

HaiJ lost the western sun ; 

And loud and long from lull to hiU 

Echoed the eTening-gun, 

When Hernan, rising on his oar, 

Shot like an arrow from the shore. 

— " Those lights arc on St. Mary's Isle ; 

They glimmer from the sacred pile."^ 

The waves were rough ; the hour was late. 

But soon across the Tinto bome, 

Thrice he blew the signal-horn. 

He blew and would not wait. 

Home by his dangerous path he went ; 

Leaving, in rich habiliment, 

Two strangers at the convent-gate. 

BOenaod by steps hewn ont in tho rock; and, having aat 

Brothers in arms the guests appeared ; 
The youngest with a princely grace ! 
Short and sable was his beard, 
Thoughtful and wan his &ce. 
His velvet cap a medal bore, 
And ermine fringed his broidered vest ; 
And, ever sparklmg on his breast, 
An image of St. John he wore.° 
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The eldest bad a rougher aspect, and there nas craft in his cj( 
stood a little behind, iu s, long black mantle, his hand resting on the 1 
his 3Word; and bis white hat and white shoes glittered in tho moonsb 

"Not here imwelcome, though unknown. 

Enter and rest ! " the friar said. 

The moon, that through the portal shone, 

Shone on his reverend head 

Through many a court and gillerj dim 

Slowly he led the huiial hymn 

Swellmg fiym the dittaiit Lhoir. 

But now the holy men retire 

The arched cloisters issuing through, 

In long long oidci, two and two. 

* * * * * * 
When other sounds had died away, 
And the waves were heard alone, 
They entered though unused to pray, 
Wheie God wa'j worshipped night and day. 
And the dca*! knelt lound m stone ; 
They entered, and from aisle to aisle 
Wandered with folded arms a while, 
Wheie on his tltai tomb reclined' 
The crosiered ihhot , and the knight, 
In harness for the Christian fight. 
His hands in supplication joined ; — 
Then said, as in a solemn mood, 
" Now stand wc where Cohimbtjs stood ! " 

****** 
" Peeez," thou good old man," they cried, 
"And art thou in thy place of rest? — ■ 
Though in tho western world his grave,^ 
That Other world, the gift he gave,' 
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Would ye were sleeping aide by aide ! 
Of all Ma friends lie loved tlie« beat." 



The supper in the cliamber done, 
Much of a southern sea they spate, 
And of that glorious city* won 
Near the setting of the sun, 
Throned in a silver lake ; 
Of seven kings in chains of gold," 
And deeda of death by tongue untold. 
Deeds such as breathed in secret there 
Ilad shaken the confeasion-chair ! 

The eldest swore by our lady,'" the youngest by his oonaoienoe; " wli 
tie Franoiscan, sitting by in ills gray habit, tnrned away and crossed hi 
self again and again. " Hero is a liltlo book," aaid he at last. " the wc 
of him in his shroud belon. It tells of things you have mentioned; a; 
were Cortes and Tizarro here, it might perhaps make them refloot for a n 
ment." The youngest smiled as ho took it into his hand. He read 
aloud to his companion with an unfaltering roioe; but, when he laid 
down, a silence ensued; nor was he seen to smilo again that night.12 "1 
curse is hcary," said he at parting, " but Cortes may livo to disappo' 
it." — ■' Ay, and Piznrro too ! " 



'^* A circumstance, roeordod by Hcrrera, renders this visit not improba- 
ble. "In May, 1528, Cortes arrived aneipooledly at Palos; and, soon 
after he had landed, ho and Piiarro met and rejoiced; and it naa remark- 
able that thoy should moot, as they were two of tho most renowTiod moo in 
the world." B. Diaz makes no mention of the interview; but, relating an 
occnrrenoe that took place at this time in Palos, Bays " that Cortes was 
now absent at Xeustra Senora do la Eibida." The convent is within half 
a league of the town. 
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NOTES. 



CANTO I. 
(1) In him w^ rulULlcd the ancient prophecy, 



5cnf c« m MeHea, y. SJ4. 



ni opena on Friday Ihc liUi of 
ke origiiuUi Ei Ahnirante. ' 



(^ ^^ It hns pleased out Lord to griLnt me r^th and assuraDco for this eoterprlse. He 
haa openal my unflerataiiiing, and made me moHt willing to go," — See his TAfe hy hin 
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(3) The more CtrlaUin opbdon !a, aa.1 Qoa, with eyea of oorapaiaion, Bs It WBTO, lookidg 
down from heaven, oaJIpl fotUi Ibose windi D/™Er5i/,iiLeroby IMs new world recoivea 
the hopQ or salvation. — i'ream6/cs to lAe Dccadei of the Ocean. 



■m eigniaoino, cbe la lilalA de 



e]derable distance ^ and tbeD, bw« 
tisB from all pariB of the city ; and 



le description of a Babmarlne 



league beyond league pgantic toliase spread, 
Shadowing old Ocean on his rooky bed ; 

That grasped Ihe depUis, and grappled wllh the floods i 



JO ship to Btit backward or furward." —fiijf. iiei.J(mirjB(f, 0. 19. 



Ifl The BuUior seems to haie anticipated his loeg sli 
(Itl They may give me what name they please. la 

CT Aa SI. Ohrisiopber carried Christ over the deep » 
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IM Many of the Arat discoverers ended iiieir dBjs iu a hcrmlta^ or a cloister^ 
& Voatr iodeedf mnst be tlioae dismal regions, if it 1»e true, as conjectured (E'ircfter. 
Mund. Suii. I. 202), that ^toa, in her emplioag, lias discharged tireoly timea her ordi- 
nal bulli. WeU minht she be called hy Boripidea (Troorlej, t. 322) Uio Mother of 
Maualains ; jel ffitna herBelf is but " a mere flrewort, whan compared to tbe burnliig 
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verSt. 


le Niaear 
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jscribed ia glowing language liy 

IS) Alluding to the oracles of the islanders, so aeon to becoma silent ; and particularly 
(Petr. mnnr. dec 3, lib. 7) at their solemn fesiivala (fff n-era, 1. Ui. +), that the conn- 



■n-era. Oamara. "The demons, whom Uiey worshipped," sajs Acoata, "in 

19) These scallered ftagiuenla may be compared to shreds of old airae, or tefled 
m a river broken and confused by the oar ; and now and then perhaps the imaglns 

le," says the elder Pliny, " that the Iris of Aristides, the Tjndaridea or Nicomac 
d the Tenns of Apelles, are held in Wgher admiralion than their flnished wor 
id is it not so io almost ererythbig ! 

Call np him that left half told 

The story of OambuscaD bold. 
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CANTO IV. 


,iShtves8fls,tora 


lerlyused 


-byl 




ntliemsiad.lo] 
Misnid nstch ttie 


jeguUe tLo heavj hours at sea, 1 
Btory of Uie Twelve Knlshta L 


Linoue those who 


j tlm Earn 


hCol 

eUlE 


'"T^TaJ^'^s"' 


[my Buch Biipdl: 


tlionaoco 


iirin 


Bernal Diaa, c. 2Ct 



. to the convent of La EdbHa c 



(4) But I was most afflicted wben I tha^ht of my Wo sons, nhom I had ten beWKl 
I In a strange eountiy .... beJWe I had douo, or, at least, couW be known to 
ye done, anything which might iDcHne your highnesses to rememljet tban And thouirh 









OMOre I had tried thorn, Ogd and his prortdecce chose them JBr m- 
plojmcim with me, iLnd happmess lo their frtendahip. I love than (oi 
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fiff Hi^T greataess of minil (tor litUe mindjt, IliouB^i never ao fn'l nf virtue, cao be but 
tie virtuous), aod far their great underBtandiDg ; for ta DDileiaUnd lIUIc things, er 
^ Dot or uaOf is LiUle tKittec tbau lo anderfllaod uolhiDg dt all. I Icve tJieox l4>r titiir 
:[lon9 1 flir aelf-lovb^r mea love ease, pleasure and profit ; bat thej UiM Inye pains, 
^r and Ibme, show that tbey love public profit mere dian themBelves. I lnv« tiiem 
j^ country's sake ; for tiiey ate Eugland^fl best arcnor of defence, and weapons nf 



; L^ una Croce nioravieliosa, e dl tanta be 



luqueleBocdeaOrientani.— Bi#in. "BylJi 



ot Chili -, which extend, Eajs Oialle, to the Strait of Magellan. - 



I other, as their sh^e setred beat his en 
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154 NOTES. 

Uudoubleillj', Bays Hctrara, Uib Intemal Spiril aasmnal varlona shapes ii 

conBulled on Iba suyeol. " Corpus lUe perimere lel juguLire poMM ; 
Tentai et aaiaam ila urgere, et in anguslum cnatctore novit, ut la nMnii 
eictdeniiujii sll." — Lutherus, De Missa PHmla. 



VdltsiK, "on lui ST^ Hmlenu que cet h*inUph*re Be pourall esrster; eiqumd'p I'ei 
dtcouvert, an prtUndit qu'U a.^l Hi connu depuis lons-leinpa." 

01) He used to aUrm that he sUod [d Deed of Owl's pudcnlar sssiataoce ; Uke Uosei 

cuue of Ihe mirades which Qod wrought bj his meaia. '■ So," said the Afltniral, "did . 



reader (rf On Hatpj-s ia VIrgIL — ^n. III. r. 24T. 


,e elcventJi canto, niaj remind Uio 


CANTO vm 




(l> Es ligno luoiao cootsinin,, ct arte mir» lahotalua. - 


-P. Msrfyr, aaxi. 6, 


01 The Simoom. 




0) Salve, regioa. — Herre™, 1. 1. 12. It if as the ubu 

sail, and all U;e men were «, their knees, sidehis Salve, 
moria. The hynn, amctidBlma, is stOl to be heard j 


al service, and always snng with 
sao, " when the ship was in full 
, reeiDB," &c. — RelaclOTi Som. 
liter Biicsel ahng the Bhorea of 



adly, and its effect may he better oonceiiTd Ibim deacribed. 
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NOTES. 155 

Bwein he m^rt tesedJite tbose *1» were eaUed to iDake blown Uie Mne or ths Lord 
Stoa the seas and rtys ra, and not from conrta nnd pajaces. And I believe also that, as in 
noil nt his doings ha was gnardal by some spedal ptovidcnce Ills very name mas not 
without sane myalerj ; (m in it is expressed the wonder ha performed : inaBmuch as he 
eonveyed to a new norld Ibc grace of the Holy Ohost, &e. —Hist. c. 1. 
(W * ^^^ '" ^ '°'^^ "' ilarbieas, sisniljiog the spiritusl lieht that ha onmp to spread 






Eodrigo Saucliei of Sfgovia, Coin 



CAN 10 IX. 
lU fflgDiCriiiB to the Infemul Powers (an' inflcrno toil 
T sbooid renoonce a world over nhich thejhad tjrai 



heller people in the world, riiey 
is the Bwerteat imaginable, their ft 
e they, that I swear to your Highns 



Drjades Ibnno^sshnas, aut i 



he ring or Gjgea, Ihe 1 
or the effena of the lei 



wniKlitln splendor. 



lus fabniatur anUquI- 
e ApoUoettheBeW- 



CANTO X. 

tton-ttee, often menUoned in historj. " Cortes," i 
of thecenutryin the followlnB iBBoneri Drawing h 
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ibed by irislofle. — Hisi, ^ninwl. Tiii. 12. 

nail, Bsya Hencro, thai, thougb th«7 am bird;, tbcy src takea 



lOrbeeB 


«1 


.utterflies. 










m 


'^rs^^a.' 


Katopit (floruni rsgiili 


an) ]s tbe nmt 


, ,t .. !.«.. 




'" 


olao wiB heard 
Far 


ti 


on Irinda slons thl 
deep lb« giaut-fiab 


InRO. 

iydi™ sands? 

.er stands. 




a.l"dl 


'«B 


Sis."." 


ittT- 


■ BHfon. 


Hi€3,qnlportenl 


'-—■—■ 


found tt 


tlffll 


ling to an inudent tittdlttan — See 0«i 

as Robertson obseireB, whea Colnmbc 
at or Paradise. 


IB himself oouU 


Ters, &e. Not 
luttiglDO Uial . 










CANTO XI. 






(DP. 


Ma!-ij<r,dcc.l. 










ins in 


'X' 


^'^d'^t^e*^' 


'dXu 


^^^nX'r 


conveyed to a plcaaant vaUey, al 



their fetters ; in time otwar, the fethets Iro 



Nor could Ibey (the Powers of TarkneSB) hB,re more efteniiaHy prevented Ui 
ouignli^ Ibem, bi an ttieb errors, to tlic swocd. — Relacu/n de B. ie las Can 



IS) Hot maa alone, but QaDf other anbnalS] became ex 
m p. Mar(jT, dec. iiL o J. 
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rd or syllable, as koowlug do 






ParatUo, I. 61. 



fn imniediatfily cimclULl&d it to be the oc 



(M I always saw them id hia rmm, ana he ordered Uiem to be buried with his body. — 
m nis person, says Ilerrera, had an air or Krandeur. Hts hdr, from many haidshipa, 
ill ancient limes, slatnea and temples would have been etecled to him wlLboat number, 
(121 See the Eamenidea of ^schylai, v. Ht. Agamemnon o/Mtciylai, t. S2. 
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wluch. at this day, serves for little more tdan to amuse yon with atorles of B^vage men and 
uncoaUi maiinera ^ yet shall, before yoa taste of deatli,'^^ Jtc. — Uurkein 1775. 
(IIS How Bimple were the pianDsrs of the early aolojilets ! IHie flrat ripenla^ of any 



Gam sDciia, naloque, Penstlhns, et mapilE dig. 

I'lndnstrle, ta douce toltrance remplacanl la farooclie hiquiiitioD ; j'y vols un jour da 
fke \ F^rav]eii8f Mexicalna, Auitfiicalns libres^ Vnoi^ s'eDibrasaant comme des fr^r«s, 
et MiiIaBant le rignu de la liberty, qui deit amener partodt uoe hamiaiile UDlvereelle. 



(SI) See rnrmh^i Lost, X. 

m Cortes. A peioe put-ll obleulr audience de Charles-Qoiot -. un Jour il fendit la 

deroanda qnel Slait cet homme; "Cat," rfpondit Corle!!, "oelui qui vons adoimi plus 
d'f lata qne ros pires ne vousont liiasSdeTlUea." — ^'o^oirc. 
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NOTES. 




1 The ComeDt o( La Eibiiia. 




1 See Bfrna/ niai, c. 203 ; and Uso a weU-tnown portrait i 
o. Cortei was arm in lie fony-thir J, PiBarao in Ito fldiaJi jci 


It of hi 


' Jusustin Zarali, lib. it. o, 9. 




An Inlcrpolation. 




Lale Bupetlor of the House. 




In the chancel of tlu cithearal of St. Domir^o. 
1 anachrunisn., The hodj ot Cdamboa was nol jet remored frc 

hen in use ) though deBcribcd lung before, ititli great acouraoy, 


iraSev 
. Tho 
byRoi 



: was ascribed to Uie cd 
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JACQUELINE. 
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JACaUELIRE. 



'T WAS Autumn ; through Provence had cej 
The vintage, and the vintagc-fcast. 
The sun had set behind tlie hill, 
The moon was up, and all was still, 
And from the convent's neighboring tower 
The clock had tolled the midnight-hour, 
When Jacqueline came forth alone, 
Her kercliief o'er her tresses thrown ; 
A guilty thing and full of fears, 
Yet, ah ! how lovely in her tears ! 
She starts, and what has caught her eye 1 
What — but her shadow gliding by 1 
She stops, she pants ; with lips apart 
She listens — to her beating heart ! 
Then, through the scanty orchard stealing, 
The clustering boughs her track o 
She flies, nor casts a thought behind, 
But gives her terrors to the wind; 
Plies from her home, the humble sphen 
Of all her joys and sorrows here, 
Her fether's house of mountain-stone, 
And by a mountain-vine o'ergrown. 
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JACQUELINE. 

At such an hour in such a night. 
So calm, so clcd hea nly bright, 

Wlio would h seen aud njt confessed 
It looked as all th n w blest 'i 
What will not n an h n she loves 1 
Yet lost, alas h n t ro her 1 — 
She lifts the 1 t 1 th w k t moves ; 
And now the w 11 11 b fore her. 

Up rose St P wl n morning shone ; 

— And Jacqueline, hia child, was gone ! 
0, what the maddening thought that came 1 
Dishonor coupled with his name ! 
By Conde at Rocroy he stood ; 
By Turenne, when the Rhine ran blood. 
Two banners of Castile he gave 
Aloft in Notre Dame to wave ; 
Nor did thy cross, St. Louis, rest 
Upon a purer, nobler breast. 
He slung his old sword hy his side, 
And snatched his staff and rushed to save ; 
Then sunk — and on his threshold cried, 
" 0, lay me in my grave ! 
— Constance ! Claudine ! where were ye then"! 
But stand not there. Away ! away -' 
Thou, Frederic, by thy father stay. 
Though old, and now forgot of men, 
Both must not leavo him in a day." 
Then, and he shook his hoary head, 
" Unhappy in thy youth ! " he said. 
" Call as thou wilt, thou call'st in vain; 
No voice sends back thy name again. 
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JACQUELINE. 

To mourn is all tlioa hast to do ; 

Tliy playmate lost, and teacher too." 
And ivho but she could sootho the boy, 

Or turn his tears to t«ara of joy 1 

Long had she kissed him as he slept, 

Long o'er hia pillow hung and wept ; 

And, as she passed her father's door, 

She stood as she would stir no more. 

But she is gone, and gone forever ! 

No, never shall they clasp her — never ! 

They sit and listen to their fears ; 

And he, who through the breach had led 

Over the dyiag and the dead. 

Shakes if a cricket's cry he hears ! 
! she was good as she was fan-. 
None — none on earth above her ! 
As pure in thought as angels are, 
To know her was to love her. - 
When little, and her eyes, her voice, 
Her every gesture, said " rejoice," 
Her coming was a gladness ; 
And, as she grew, her modest grace. 
Her downcast look, 'twas heaven to trace, 
AVhen, shading with her hand her face. 
She half inclined to sadness. 
Her voice, whate'er she said, enchanted ; 
Like music to the heart it went. 
And her dark eyes — how eloquent ! 
Ask what they would, 't was granted. 
Her father loved her as his fame ; 
— And Bayard's self had done the same ! 
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JACQUELINE. 

Soon as the sun the glittering pane 
On the red floor in diamonds threw, 
Hia songs she sung and sung again, 
Till the last light withdrew. 
Every day, and all day long, 
He mused or slumbered to a song. 
But she is dead to him, to all I 
Her lute hangs silent on the wall ; 
And on the stairs, and at the door, 
Her fiiiry-step is heard no more ! 
At every meal an empty chair 
Tells him that she ia not there ; 
She, who would lead him where he went, 
Charm with her converse while he leant ; 
Or, hovering, every wish prevent ; 
At eve light up the chimney-nook, 
Lay there his glass within his hook ; 
And that small chest of curious mould 
(Queen Mab's, perchance, in days of old), 
Tusk of elephant and gold ; 
Which, when a tale is long, dispenses 
Its fragrant dust to drowsy senses. 
In her who mourned not, when they missed her, 
The old a child, the young a sister? 
No more the orphan runs to take 
From her loved hand the barley-cake. 
No more the matron in the school 
Expects her in the hour of rule. 
To sit amid the elfiii brood. 
Praising the busy and the good. 
The widow trims her hearth in vain. 
She comes not — nor will come again. 
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Not now, his little lesson done, 

With Frederic blowing bubbles in the san ; 

Nor spinning by the fountain side 

(Some story of the days of old, 

Barbe Bleue or Chaperon Kouge half-told 

To him who would not be denied) ; 

Not now, to while an hour aivay, 

Gone to the tails in Valombr^, 

Where 'tis night at noon of day ; 

Nor wandering up and down the wood, 

To all but her a solitude, 

Where once a wild deer, wild no more. 

Her chaplet on his antlers wore, 

And at her bidding stood. 



The day wis m tlie golden west ; 

And, curtamed clobt by h%t and flower, 

The doves ha^ cooed themselves to rest 

In Jacqueline s desei-ted bower , 

The doits — that stdl would at her casement peck, 

And in her walks had over flutt«i-ed round 

With purple feet and shining neck, 

True as tbo echo to the sound. 

That casement, underneath the ti-era, 

Half open to the western breeze, 

Looked tlown, enchantmg Garonnelle, 

Thy wild and mulberry-shaded dell. 

Round which the Alps of Piedmont rose, 

The blush of sunset on their snows : 
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JACQUELINE. 

While, blithe as lark on sammer-mom, 
When green and yellow wave8 the com, 
When harebells blow in every grove, 
And thrushes sing "I love ! I love ! "* 
Within (so soon the early rain 
Scatters, and 't is fair aga,in ; 
Though many a drop may yet be seen 
To tell us where a cloud has been) — 
Within lay Frederick, o'er and o'er, 
Building castles on the floor, 
And feigning, as they grew in size. 
New troubloa and new dangers ; 
With dimpled cheeks and laughing eyes, 
As he and fear were strangers. 

St. Pierre sat by, nor saw nor smiled. 
Hia eyes were on his loved Montaigne ; 
But every leaf was turned in vain. 
For in that hour remorse he felt. 
And liis heart told him he had dealt 
Unkindly with bis child. 
A lather may a while refuse ; 
But who can for another choose ? 
When her young blushes had revealed 
The secret from herself concealed, 
Why promise what her tears denied. 
That she should be De Courcy's bride 1 
— Wouldst thou, presumptuous as thou art, 
O'er Nature play the tyrant's part. 
And with the hand compel the heart 1 
rather, rather hope to bind 
The ocean-wave, the mountain-wind ; 
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JACQUELINE. 

Or, fix thy foot upon the ground 
To stop the planet rolling round. 

The light vos on hia face ; and there 
Ton might have seen the passions driven — 
Kesentment, Pity, Hope, Despair — 
Like clouds acro^ the face of Heaven, 
Not he sighed heavily ; and now, 
His hand withdrawing from his brow. 
He shut the volume with a frown, 
To walk his troubled spirit down : 
— AVhcn (faithful aa that dog of yore* 
Who wagged his tail and could no more) 
Manchon, who long had enuffcd the ground. 
And sought and sought, but never found. 
Leapt up and to the casement flew. 
And looked and barked, and vanished through. 
" 'T is Jacqueline ! 'T is Jacqueline ! " 
Her little brother laughing cried. 
" I know her hy her kirtle green, 
She comes along the mountain-side ; 
Now turning by the traveller's scat,— 
Now resting in the hermit's cave, — 
Now kneeling, where the pathways meet, 
To the cross on the stranger's grave. 
And, by the soldier's cloak, I know 
(There, there along the ridge they go) 
D'Arcy, so gentle and so brave ! 
liook up — why will you not ? " he cries, 
His rosy hands before his eyes ; 
For on that incense -breathing eve 
The sun shone out, aa loth to leave. 
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JACQUELINE. 

" See — to the rugged rock she clings ! 
She calls, she fiiints, and D'Arcy springs ; 
D'Arcy. so dear to us, to all ; 
"Who, for you told me on your knee, 
When in the fight he saw you fall, 
Saved you for Jacqueline and me ! " 

And true it was ! And tme the tale ! 
When did she sue and not prevail 1 
Five years before — it was the night 
That on the village-green they parted, 
The lilied banners streaming bright 
O'er maids and mothers broken-hearted ; 
The drum — it drowned the last adieu, 
When D'Arcy from the crowd she drew- 
" One charge I have, and one alone, 
Nor that refuse to take, 
My father — if not for his own, 
0, for his daughter's sake ! " 
Inly he vowed — 't was all he could ; 
And went and sealed it with his blood. 

Nor can ye wonder. When a child, 
And in her playfulness she smiled, 
Up many a ladder-path * he guided 
Where meteor-like the chamois glided. 
Through many a misty grove. 
They loved — but under Friendship's name ; 
And Reason, Virtue fanned the flame, 
Till in their houses Discord came, 
And 't was a crime to love. 

• Called in the language of the oonntrj Fas-de-VEcMh. 
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Then what was Jacqueline to do 7 
Her Other's angrj hours she knew, 
And when to sootlie, and whea persuade ; 
But now her path De Courcy crossed. 
Led by his falcon through the glade — 
He turned, hcheld, admired the maid ; 
And all her little arta were lost ! 
De Courcy, Loi-d of Argentiere ! 
Thy poverty, thy pride, St, Pierre, 
Thy thirst for vengeance, sought tho SDare._ 
The day was named, the guests invit«d ; 
The bridegroom, at the gate, alighted ; 
When up tlie windings of the dell 
A pastoral pipe was heard to swell. 
And, !o ! an humble Piedmontese, 
Whose music might a lady please, 
This message through the lattice bore 
(She listened, and her trcmhling frame 
Told her at once from whom it came), 
" 0, let US fly — to part no more ! " 



That morn ('t was in Stfl. Julienne's cell, 
As at Ste. Julienne's sa«red well 
Their dream of love began) — 
That mom, ere many a star was set. 
Their hands had on the altar met 
Before the holy man. 
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JACQUELINE. 

— And now, her strength, her courage spent, 

And more than half a penitent, 

She comes along tho path she went. 

And now the village gleams at last ; 

The woods, tho golden meadows passed, 

Where, when, Toulouse, thy splendor shono, 

The Troubadour, from grove to grove. 

Chanting some roundelay of love, 

Would wander till the day was gone. 

" All will he well, my Jacquehne ! 

0, tremble not- — but trust in me. 

The good are better made by ill. 

As odors crushed are sweeter still ; 

And, gloomy as thy past has been, 

Bright shall thy future be ! " 

So saying, tlirough the fragrant shade 

Gently along he led tlic maid. 

While Manehon round and round her played : 

And, as that silent glen they leave, 

Where by the spring the pitchers stand. 

Where glow-worms light their little lamps at eve. 

And fairies revel as in fairy-land 

(When Lubin calls, and Blanche steals round. 

Her finger on her lip, to sec ; 

And many an acom-cup is found 

Under the greenwood tree), 

From every cot above, below, 

They gather as they go — 

Sabot, and coif, and coUerette, 

The housewife's prayer, the grandame's 

Girls that adjust their locks of jet. 

And look and look and linger yet. 

The lovely bride caressing ; 
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JACQUELISB. 

jiaoes ttat haii learnt to lisp her na 
And heroes he had led to fame. 

But what felt D'Atcj, Trhen at li 
Her fiither's gate waa open flung 1 
Ah ! then he foand a giant's 
For round him, as for life, si 
And when, her fit of weeping o'er. 
Onward they moved a little space, 
And saw an old man sitting at the door, — 
Saw his wan cheek, and sunken eye 
That seemed to gaae on vacancy, — 
Then, at the sight of that beloved fece. 
At once to fe.1! upon his neck she flew ; 
But — not encouraged — back she drew, 
And trembling stood in dread suspense, 
Her t«ar3 her only eloquence ! 
All, all — the while — an awful distance keeping ; 
Save D'Arcy, who nor speaks nor stirs; 
And one, his little hand in hers. 
Who weeps to see his sister weeping. 

Then Jacqueline the silence broke. 
She clasped her father's knees and spoke, 
Her brother kneeling too ; 
While D'Arcy as before looked on, 
Though from his manly cheek was gone 
Ita natural hue. 

" His praises from your lips I heard. 
Till my fond heart was won ; 
And, if in aught his sire baa erred, 
0, turn not from the son ! — 
She, whom in joy, in grief, you nursed ; 
Who climbed and called you father first, 
15* 
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JACQUELIKE. 

By that dear name conjures^ 
On her you thought — but to be kind ! 
"VVhcH looked she up, but you inclined 7 
These thmgs, forever in her mind, 
0-, are they gone from youra 1 
Two kneeling at your feet behold ; 
One — one how young ! — nor yet the other old. 
0, spurn them not — nor look so cold ! — ■ 
If Jacqueline bo cast away. 
Her bridal be her dying day. 
— Well, well might she believe in you ! 
She listened, and she found it true." 
He shook his aged locks of snow ; 
And twice he turned, and rose to go. 
She hung ; and was St. Pierre to blame, 
If tears and smiles together came "? 
"0, no — begone ! I'll hear no more." 
But, as he spoke, bis voice relented. 
" That very look thy mother wore 
"When she implored, and old Le Eoc consented. 
True, I have erred and will atone ; 
For still I love him as my own. 
And now, in my han<fe, yours with his unit« ; 
A Other's blessing on your beada alight ! 
. . . Nor let the least be sent away. 
All hearts shall sing ' Adieu to sorrow ! ' 
St. Pierre has found his child to-day ; 
And old and young shall dance to-morrow." 



Had Louis* then before the gate dismounted, 
Lost in the chase at set of sun ; 
* Louis the FourteenUi. 
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JACQOELrSB. 175 

Like Henry wlien he heard recounted * 

The generous deeds himself had done 

(What time the miller's maid Colette 

Sung, while he supped, her chansonnette), 

Then — when St. Pierre addressed his village-trahi. 

Then had the monarch with a sigh confessed 

A joj hy him unsought and unpossessed, 

— Without it what are all the rest 1 — 

To love, and to bo loved again. 
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HUMAN LIFE. 
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Tils, ARdUirEKT. 



Genera R^Ktiuaa on Human Ltfl!. The subject prnpoaeii. Ctillilhocid, 
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HUMAN LIFE. 



TnE lark lias auiig his carol in the sky ; 

The bees have hummed their noon-tide harmony. 

Still in the vale the village-bells ring round, 

Still in Llewellyn-hall the jests resound ; 

For now the caudle-cup is circling there, 

Now, glad at heart, the gossips breathe their prayer, 

And, crowding, stop the cradle to admire 

The babe, the sleeping image of his sire. 

A few short years — and then these sounds shall hail 
The day again, and gladness fill the vale ; 
So soon the child a youth, the youth a man, 
Eager to run the race his fathers ran. 
Then the huge ox shall yield the broad sirloin ; 
The ale, now brewed, in floods of ambor shine : 
And, basking in the chimney's ample blaae, 
Mid many a tab told of bis boyish days, 
The nurse shall cry, of all her ills beguiled, 
"'Twaa on these knees ho sate so oft and smiled." 

And soon again shall music swell the breeze ; 
Soon, issuing forth, shall glitter through the trees 
Vestures of nuptial white ; and hynms be sung, 
And violets scattered round ; and old and young, 
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HUMAN LIFE. 

In every cottage-porch with garlands green, 
Stand still to gaze,' and, gazing, bless the scene; 
"While, her dark eyes declining, by hia side 
Moves ia her virgin-veil the gentle bride. 

And once, alaa ! nor in n distant hour, 
Another voice shall come from yonder tower ; 
When in dim chambers long black weeds are seen, 
And weepings heard where only joy haa been ; 
When by his children borne, and from his door 
Slowly departing to return no more, 
He rests in holy earth with tliem that went before. 
■ And such is Human Life ; so, gliding on, 
It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone ! ■ 
Yet is the tale, brief though it be, as strange. 
As full, methinks, of wild and wondrous change, 
As any that the wandering tribes require, 
Stretched in the desert round their evening-fire; 
As any sung of old in hall or bower 
To minatrcl-harps at midnight's witching-hour ! 

Bom in a trance, we wake, observe, inquire ; 
And the green earth, the aaure sky, admire. 
Of Elfin-size — forever as we run, 
"We cast a longer shadow in the sun ! 
And now a charm, and now a grace is won ! 
Wc grow in stature, and in wisdom too ! 
And, as new scenes, new objects, rise to view. 
Think nothing done while aught remains to do,' 

Yet, all forgot, how oft the eye-lids close, 
And from the slack hand drops the gathered rose ! 
How oft, as dead, on the warm turf we lie. 
While many an emmet comes with curious eye ; 
And on her nest the watchful wren aits by ! 



Hcssdb, Google 



IIUMAS LIFE. ] 

Nor do we speak or move, or hear or see : 

So like what once we were, and once again shall be ! 

And say, how soon, where, blithe aa innocent, 
The boy at sunrise carolled as he went, 
An aged pilgrim on his staff shall lean, 
Tracing in vain the footsteps o'er the green ; 
The man himself how aiter^, not the scene ! 
Now journeying home with nothing but the name ; 
Way-worn and spent, another and the same ! 

No eye observes the growth or the decay. 
To-day we look aa we did yesterday ; 
And we shall look to-morrow as to-day. 
Tet while the loveliest smiles, her locks grow gray ! 
And in her glass could she but see the fiice 
She 'II see so soon among another race, 
How would she shrink ! — Returning from afar, 
After some years of travel, some of war, 
Within his gate Ulysses stood unknown 
Before a wife, a &ther, and a son ! 

And such is Human Life, the general tbeme. 
Ah ! what at beat, what but a longer dream'? 
Though with such wild romantic wanderings fraught, 
Such forms in Fancy's richest coloring wrought, 
That, like the visions of a love-sick brain. 
Who would not sleep and dream them o'er again 1 

I'Our pathway leads but to a precipice f 
And all must follow, fearful as it is ! 
Frora the first step 't is known ; but — No delay ! 
On, 't is decreed. We tremble and obey. 
A thousand ills beset ua as we go. 
— " Still, could I shun the fetal gulf" — • Ah, no, 
16 
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'T is all ia vain — the inexorable Law ! 
Nearer and nearer to the brink we draw. 
Verdure springs up ; and fruits and flovrera invite, 
And groves and fountains — all things that delight. 
" 0, I would stop, and linger if I might ! " — 
We fly ; no resting for the foot we find ;' 
All dark before, all desolatte behind ! 
At length the brink appears ■ — but one step more ! 
TVe fiiint — On, on ! — wo felter — and 't is o'er ! i 

Yet here high passions, high desires unfold. 
Prompting to noblest deeds ; hero links of gold 
Bind aoul to soul ; and thoughts divine inspire 
A thirst unquenchable, a holy fire 
That will not, cannot but with life expire I 

Now, seraph-winged, among the stars we soar f 
Now distant ages, like a day, explore, 
And judge the act, the actor now no more ; 
Or, in a thankless hour, condemned to live,' 
From others claim what these refuse to give, 
And dart, like Milton, an unerring eye 
Through the dim curtains of Futurity.' 

Wealth, pleasure, ease, all thought of self resigned, 
What will not man encounter for mankind 1 
Behold him now unbir the pnson door,* 
And, lifting Guilt, Contagion, fiom the floor, 
To peace and hoaltli, and light md life restore : 
Now in Thermopylae lemain to sliaie 
Dajkth *— nor look hack, nor turn a foot'itep there. 
Leaving his story to the birds of an , 
And now like Pylades (in Heaven they write 
Names such as Lis in characters of light) 
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Long witli his friend in generous enmity," 
Pleading, insisting in hia place to die ! 
' Do what he will, he cannot realize 
Half he conceives — the glorious vision fliea. 
Go where he may, he cannot hopo to find 
The truth, the heauty pictured in his mind. 
But if by chance an object strike the sense, 
The taintest shadow of that excellence, 
Passions, that slept, are stirring in his frame ; 
Thoughts undefined, feelings without a name ! 
And some, not here called forth, may slumber on 
Till this vain pageant of a world is gone ; 
Lying too deep for things that perish here, 
Waiting for life — but in a nobler sphere ! i 

Look where he comes ! Rejoicing in his birth, 
A while ho moves as in a heaven on earth ! 
Sun, moon, and stara — the land, the sea, the aky, 
To him shine oat as in a galaxy ! 
But soon 'tis past'" — the light has died away ! 
With him it came (it was not of tlie day) 
And he himself difiiised it, like the stone 
That sheds a while a lustre all its own," 
Making night beautiful. '' 'T is past, 't is gone, 
And in his darkness as he journeys on, 
Nothing revives him but the blessed ray 
That now breaks in, nor ever knows decay. 
Sent from a better world to light him on hia way. * 

How great the Mystery ! Let others sing 
The circling Year,— the promise of the Spring, 
The Summer's glory, and the rich repose 
Of Autumn, and the Wmtcr's sQyery snows. 
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Man through the changing scene let ns pursue, 

Himself how wondrous in his changes too ! 

Not Man, the sullen savage in his den ; 

But Man called forth in fellowship with men ; 

Schooled and trained up to wisdom from his hirth ; ' 

God's nohlest work — His image upon earth ! ' 

The day arrives, the moment wished and feared ; ' 
The child is bom, by many a pang endeared. 
And now the mother's ear has caught his cry; 
0, grant the cherub to her asking eye ! 
He comes ... she clasps him. To her bosom pressed 
He drinks the balm of life and drops to rest. 

Her by her smile how soon the stranger knows ; 
How soon by his the glad discovery shows ! 
As to her lips she lifts the lovely hoy, 
What answering looks of sympathy and joy ! 
He walks, he speaks. In many a broken word 
His wants, his wishes, and his griefs, are heard. 
And ever, ever to her lap he flies, 
When rosy Sleep comes on with sweet surprise. 
Locked in her arn^, his arms across her flung 
(That name most dear forever on his tongue). 
As with soft accents round her neck ho clings. 
And, cheek to cheek, her lulling song she sings, 
How blest to feel the beatings of his heart, 
Breathe his sweet breath, and kiss for kiss impart ; 
Watch o'er h^ slumbers like the brooding dove. 
And, if she can, exhaust a mother's love ! 
I But soon a nobler task demands her care. 
Apart she joins his little hands in prayer, 
Telling of Him who sees in secret there ! — 
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And now the volume on lier knee has caught 

His wandering oje — now many a written thought, 

Never to die, with manj a lisping sweet, 

Hia moving, murmuring lips endeavor to repeat. 

Released, he chases the bright butterfly; 
0, he would follow — follow through the sky ! 
Climbs the gaunt ndfetiff slumhermg in hia chain. 
And chides and buffets, clingmg by the mane ; 
Then runs, and, kneeling by tho fouutain-side, 
Sends his brave ship ui triumph down the tide, 
A dangerous voyage ; or, if now he can. 
If now he wears the habit of a man, 
Flings off the coat so much his pride and pleasure. 
And, like a miser digging for his treasure, 
His tiny spade in his own garden plies, 
And in green letters sees his name arise ! 
Where'er he goes, forever in her sight, 
She looks, and looks, and still with new delight ! 

Ah I who, when lading of itself away. 
Would cloud the sunshine of his little day ! 
Now is the May of life. Exultmg round, 
Joy wings his foot, Joy lifts him fi-om the ground ! 
Pointing to such, well might Cornelia say. 
When the rich casket shone in bright array, 
" These are my Jewels ! " " Well of such as he, 
When Jesus spake, well might the language be, 
" Suffer these little ones to come to mo ! " " 

Thoughtful by fits, he scans and he reveres 
The brow engraven with the thoughts of years ;'« 
Closo by her side his silent homage given 
As to some pure intelligence from Heaven ■ 
16* 
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Ilia eyes cast downward with ingenuous shame, 
His conscious checks, coascious of praise or blame, 
At once lit up as with a holy flame ! 
He thirsts for knowledge, speaks hut to inquke ; 
And soon with tears rclinc^uished to the sire, 
Soon in his hand to Wisdom's temple led. 
Holds secret converse with the mighty dead ; 
Trembles and thrills and weeps a^ they inspire, 
Bums as they burn, and with congenial fire ! " 
Like her most gentle, most unfortunate/* 
Crowned but to die — -who in her chamber sate 
Musing with Plato, though the horn was blown, 
And every ear and every heart was won, 
And all in green array were chasing down the aun [ 

Then is the Age of Admiration ! '" — Then 
Gods walk the earth, or beings more tiian men ; 
"Who breathe the soul of inspnation round, 
Whose very shadoA^^s consecrate the ground '. 
Ah ! then comes thronging many a wild desire, 
And high imagining and thought of fire ! 
Then from within a voice exclaims " Aspire ! " 
Phantoms, that upward point, before him pass, 
Aa in the cave athwart the wizard's glass; 
They, that on youth a gi'ace, a lustre shed. 
Of every age — the living and the dead ! 
Thou, all-accomplished Sdbket, thou art known ; 
The flower of knighthood, nipt aa soon as blown ! 
Melting all liearts but Geraldine'a alone ! 
And, with his beaver up, discovering there 
One who loved less to conquer than to spare, 
Lo ! the Black Warrior, he, who, battle-spent. 
Bare-headed served the captive in his tent ! 
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Young B ~ in the groves of Academe, 

Or wlicre Ilyssus winds liis whispering stream; 
Or where the wild bees swai-m with ceaseless hum, 
Dreaming old dreams — a joy for years to come ; 
Or on the roct within the sacred fane ; — 
Scenes such aa Milton sought, but sought in vain : " 
And Milton's self (at that thrice-honored name 
Well may we glow — as meo, we share his fame) — ^ 
And Milton's self, apart with beaming eye, 
Planning he knows not what — that aliall not die ! 
I'O, in thy truth secure, thy virtue hold. 
Beware the poison in the cup of gold, 
The asp among the flowers !i ^Thy heart beats high, 
As bright and brighter breaks the distant sky ! 
But every step is on enchanted gi-ound. 
Danger thou lov'st, and Danger haunts thee round. A 

Who spurs his horse against the mountain-side ; 
Then, plunging, slakes his fury in the tide 'i 
Draws, and erica ho .' and, where the sunbeams fall. 
At his own shadow thrusts along the wall 1 
Who dances without music ; and anon 
Sings like the lark — then sighs aa woe-begone. 
And folds his arms, and, where the willows wave. 
Glides in the moonshine by a maiden's grave'? 
Come hither, boy, and clear thy open brow. 
Ton summer-clouds, now like the Alps, and now 
A ship, a whale, change not SO fiist as thou. 

He hears me not ! — Those sighs were from the heart 
Too, too well taught, he plays the lover's part. 
He who at masques, nor feigning nor sincere, 
With Bweet discourse would win a lady's ear. 
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Lie at her feet and on her slipper swear 
That noue were half so faultless, half so fiiir, 
Now through the forest hies, a stricken deer, 
A banished man, flying when none are near ; 
And writes on every tree, and lingers long 
Where most tlie nightingale repeats her song ; 
Where most the nymph, that haunts the silent grove, 
Delights to syllable the names we love. 

Tivo on hia steps attend, in motley clad ; 
One woful-wan, one meny but as mad ; 
Called Hope and Fear. Hope shakes his cap and bells, 
And flowers spring up among the woodland dells. 
To Hope he listens, wandering without measure 
Through sun and shade, lost in a trance of pleasure ; 
And, if to Fear but for a weaiy mile, 
Hope follows fast and wins him with a smile. 

At length he goes — a pilgrim to the shrine, 
And for a relic would a world resign ! 
A glove, a shoe-tie, or a flower let fall — 
What though the leaat, Love consecrates tiem all ! 
And now he breathes in many a plaintive verse ; 
Now wins the dull ear of the wily nurse 
At early matins ('t was at matin-time ^ 
That first he saw and sickened in his prime), 
And soon the Sibyl, in her thirst for gold. 
Plays with young hearts that will not be controlled. 

" Absence from thee — as self from self it seems ! " 
Scaled is the garden-wall ; and, lo ! her beams 
Silvering the east, the moon comes up, revealing 
His well-known form along the terrace stealing, 
— 0, ere in sight he came, 't was his to thrill 
A heart that loved him though in secret still. 
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" Am I awate ? or is it ... can it be 
An idle dieiim ? Nightly it visits me ! 

— That strain," she cries, "aa irom the water rose; 
Now near and nearer through the shade it flows ! — 
Now sinks departing — sweetest in its close ! " 

No casement gleams ; no Juliet, like the day, 
Conies forth and speaks and bids her lover stay. 
Still, like aerial music heard from far 
As thi-ough the doors of Paradise ajar. 
Nightly it rises with the eveninc-star. 

— " She loves another ! Love was in that sigh ! ' 
On the cold ground he throws himself to die. 
Fond youth, beware .' Thy heart is most deceiving. 
Who wish are fearful ; who suspect, helievino-. 

— And soon her looks the rapturous truth avow. 
Lovely before, 0, say how lovely now ! ^ 

She flies not, frowns not, though ho pleads hia cause ; 
Nor yet — nor yet her hand from his withdra->vs ; 
But by some secret power surprised, subdued, 
(Ah ! how resist ? And would she if she could 1) 
Palls on his neck as half unconscious where 
Glad to conceal her tears, her blushes, there. 

Then come those full confidings of the past ; 
AH sunshine now, where all was overcast. 
Then do they wander till the day is gone. 
Lost in each other ; and when night steals on, 
Covering them round, how sweet her accents are .' 
0, when she turns and speaks, her voice is fer 
Far above singing ! — But soon nothing stirs 
To break the silence — joy like his, like hers, 
Deals not in words ; and now the shadows close, 
Now in the glnnmering, dying light slie grows 
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Less and less earthly ! As departs the day, 
All that waa mortal seems to melt away, 
Till, like a gift resnmed as soon as given, 
She fades at last into a spirit from HeaTen ! 

Then are they blest indeed ; aad swift the hours 
Till her young sisters wreathe her hair in flowers, 
Kindling her beauty — while, unseen, the least 
Twitches her robe, then runs behind the rest, 
Known by her laUgh that will not he suppressed. 
Then before All they stand — -the holy vow 
And ring of gold, no fond illosions now, 
Bind her as his. Across the threshold led, 
And every tear kissed off as soon as shed, 
His house she enters — there to be a light 
Shinmg within, when all without ia night ; 
A guardian-angel o'er his life presiding, 
Doubling his pleasures, and his cares dividing ; 
Winning him ba^k, when mingling in the throng, 
From a vain world we love, alas ! too long, 
To fireside happiness, and hours of ease 
Blest with that charm, the certainty to please. 
How oft her eyes read hia ! her gentle mind 
To all his wishes, all his thoughts inclined ; 
Still subject — ever on the wateh to borrow 
Mirth of his mirth, and sorrow of his sorrow. 
The sonl of music slumbers in the shell, 
Till waked and kindled by the master's spell ; 
And feeling hearts — touch them but rightly — pour 
A thousand melodies unheard before ! "' 

Nor many moons o'er hill and valley rise 
Ere to the gate with nymph-like step she flies, 
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And their firstborn holds forth, their darling boy, 

With smiles how sweet, how full of love and joy, 

To meet him coming ; tbeu-a through every year 

Pure transports, such as each to each endear .' 

And laughing eyes and laughing voices fill 

Their home with gladness. She, when all are still, 

Comes and undraws the curtain as they lie, 

In sleep how beautiful ! He, when the sky 

Gleams, and the wood sends up its harmony. 

When, gathering round his bed, they climb to share 

His kisses, and wifli gentle violence there 

Breali in upon a dream not half so fiiir, 

Up to the hill-top leads their Lttle feet ; 

Or by the forest-lodge, perchance to meet 

The stag-herd on its march, perchance to hear 

The otter rustling in the sedgy mere ; 

Or to the echo near the Abbot's tree. 

That gave him back his words of pleasantry — 

When the House stood, no merrier man than he ! 

And, as they wander with a keen delight. 

If but a leveret catch tlieir quicker sight 

Down a green alley, or a squirrel then 

Climb the gnarled oak, and look and climb again, 

If hut a moth flit, by, an acorn fall, 

He turns their thoughts to Him who made them all ; ^ 

These with uneci«al footsteps following fast, 

These clinging by his cloak, unwilling to be last. 

The shepherd on Tornaro's misty brow. 
And the swart seaman, sailing far below, 
Not undelighted wafch the morning ray 
Purpling the orient — till it breaks away, 
And bra'iis and hh-ms into jxlorious du v < 
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But happier still is lie who bends to trace 
That sun, tlie soul, just dawning in the hxte ; 
The burst, the glow, the animating strife, 
The thoughts and passions stirring into life ; 
Tho forming utterance, the inquiring glance, 
The giant waking from his ten-fold trance. 
Till up he starts as conscious whence ho came, 
And all is light within the trembling frame ! 

What then a father's feelings 1 Joj and fear 
In turn prevail, — joy most ; and through tho year 
Tempering the anient, urging night and day 
Him who slirinks back or wandere from the way. 
Praising each highly — from a wish to raise 
Their merits to the level of his praise, 
Onward in their observing sight he moves, 
Fearful of wrong, in awe of whom he loves .' 
Their aaci-ed presence who shall dare profane 1 
Who, when he slumbers, hope to fix a stain 1 
He lives a model in his life to show. 
That, when he dies and through the world they go. 
Some men may pause and say, when some admire, 
" They are his sons, and worthy of their sire ! " 

But man is bom to aufier. On the door 
Sickness has set her mark ; and now no more 
Laughter within we hear, or wood-notes wild 
As of a mother singing to her child. 
All now in anguish from that I'oom retire. 
Where a young cheek glows with consuming fire. 
And innocence breathes contagion —all but one. 
But she who gave it hirth — from her alone 
The medicine-cup is taken. Through the night,'* 
And through the day, that ivith its dreary light 
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Comes Tinregaa-ded, she sits silent by,"'' 
Watehing the changes with her anxious eye ; 
While they without, listenmg below, above, 
(Who but in sorrow know how much they love 1) 
From every little noise catch hope and fear, 
Exchanging still, still as they turn to hear, 
Whispers and sighs, and smiles all tenderness, 
That would in vain the starting tear repress. 

Such grief was ours — it seems but yesterday — 
When in thy prime, wishing so much to stay, 
'T was thine, Maria, thijie without a sigh 
At midnight in a sister's arms to die ! 
0, thou wert lovely — lovely was thy frame, 
And pure thy spirit as from Heaven it came ! 
And, when recalled to join the blest above. 
Thou diedst a victim to exceeding love. 
Nursing the young to health. In happier hours, 
When idle Fancy wove luxuriant flowers. 
Once in thy mirth thou bad'st me write on thee j 
And now I write — what thou shalt never see ! 

At length the father, vajn his power to save, 
Follows his child in silence to the grave 
(That child how cherished, whom he would not give, 
Sleepmg the sleep of death, for all that live) ; 
Takes a last look, when, not unheard, the spade 
Scatters the earth as " dust to dust " ^ is said, 
Takes a last look and goes ; his best relief 
Consoling others in that hoar of grief. 
And with sweet tears and gentle words infusing 
The holy calm that leads to heavenly musing. 

But hark, tlie din of arms ! no time for sorrow. 
To horse, to horse ! A day of blood to-morrow ! 
17 
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One parting pang, and then — and then I fly, 
Fly to the field, to triumph — ■ or to die ! — 
He goes, and night comes as it never came ! '^ 
With shrieks of hoiTor ! ^ and a vault of flame ! 
And, lo ! when morning mocka the desolate, 
Red nins the river by ; and at the gate 
Breathless a horse without his rider stands ! 
But hush ! . . a shout from the victorious bands ! 
And, 0, the smiles and tears, a sire restored ! 
One weaia his helm, one buckles on his sword ; 
One hangs the wall with laurel-leavea,. and all 
Spring to prepare the soldier's festival ; 
While she best-loved, till then forsaken never, 
Clings round his neck as she would cling forever ! 

Such golden deeds lead on to golden days, 
Days of domestic peaee — by him who plays 
On the great stage how uneventful thought ! 
Xet with a thousand busy projects fraught, 
A thousand incidents that stir the mind 
To pleasure, such as leaves no ating behind ! 
Such as the heart delights in — and records 
Within how silently *' ■ — in more than words ! 
A holiday — the frugal banquet spread 
On the fresh herbage near the fountain-head 
With quips and cranks — what time the wood-lark there 
Scatters his loose notes on the sultry air. 
What time the king-fisher sits perched below, 
Whei-e, silver-bright, the water-lilies blow : — 
A Wake — the booths whitening the village green. 
Where Punch and Scaramouch aloft are seen ; 
Sign beyond sign in close array unfurled, 
Picturing at large the wonders of the world ; 
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Ajid fer and wide, over the vicar's pale, 
Ekfik hoods and scarlet crossing hill and dale, 

All, all abroad, and music in the gale r 

A wedding dance — a dance into the night 
On the bam-floor, when maiden-feet are light ; 
When the young hride receives the promised dower, 
And flowers are flung, herself a fairer flower : — 
A morning-visit to the poor man's shed, 
(Who would be rich while one was wanting bread 1) 
When all are emulous to bring relief. 
And tfiars are fulling fast — but not for grief : — 
A walk in Spring — Grattan, like those with thee " 
By the heath-side (who had not envied me ?) 
When the sweet limes, so fuU of bees in June, 
Led us to meet beneath their boughs at noon ;' 
And thou didst say which of the great and wise. 
Could they but hear and at thy bidding rise. 
Thou wouldst call up and question. 

Graver things 
Come in due order. Every morning brim^s 
Its holy office ; and the Sahbath-bell, 
That over wood and wild and mountain-dell 
Wanders so far, chasing ail thoughts unholy 
With sounds most musical, most melancholy. 
Not on his ear is lost. Then he pursues 
The pathway leading through the aged yews, 
Nor unattended ; and, when all aa-e there,^ ' 
Pours out his spirit in the house of prayer, 
That house with many a funeral -gai-land hung'' 
Of virgin-white — memorials of the young, 
The last yet fresh wlicn marriage-chimes were ringing, 
And hope and joy in other hearta were springing ° 
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That house, where Age led in by Filial Love, 
Their looks composed, their thoughts on things above, 
The world forgot, or all its ■wrongs forgiven — ■ 
"Who Tvould not say tliey trod the path to Heaven 1 

Nor at the fragrant hour — at early dawn — 
Under the elm-tree on hia level lawn, 
Or in his porch, is he les3 duly found, 
When they that cry for justice gather roimd. 
And in tlKit cry her saered voice is drowned ; 
His then to hear, and weigh and arbitrate, 
Like Alfred judging at his palace-gato. 
Healed at his touch, the wounds of discord close ; 
And they return as friends, that came as foes. 

Thus, while the world but claims its proper part, 
Oft in the head but never in the heart. 
His life steals on ; within his quiet dwelling 
That home-felt joy all other joys excelling. 
Sick of the crowd, when enters he — nor then 
Forgets the cold indifference of men 1 

Soon through the gadding vine the sun looks in,*' 
And gentle hands the breakfaat-rite begin. 
Then the bright kettle sings its matin-song, 
Then fragrant clouds of Mocha and Souchong 
Blend as they rise ; and (while without are seen. 
Sure of their meal, the small birds on the green ; 
And in from far a school-hoy's letter fli^, 
Flushing the sister's cheek with glad surprise) 
That sheet unfolds (who reads, and reads it not ?) 
Bom with the day and with the day forgot ; 
Its ample page various as human life. 
The pomp, the woe, the bustle, and the strife '. 

But nothing lasts. Li Autumn at lib plough 
Met and solicitod, behold Mm now 
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Leaving that humbler sphere his fathers knew, 
The sphere that Wisdom loveSj iind Virtue too ; 
They who subsist not on the vain applause 
Misjudging man now gives and now withdraws. 

'T was mora — -the sky- lark o'er the furrow sung 
As from his lips the slow consent wa-s wrung ; 
As from the glebe his fathers tilled of old, 
The plough they guided in an age of gold, 
Down by the beechwood-si<le he turned away : — 
And now behold him in an evil day 
Serving the Stat« again — not as before, 
Not foot to foot, the war-whoop at his door,— 
But in the Senate ; and (though round him fly 
The jest, the sneer, the subtle sophistry) 
With honest dignity,'" with manly sense, 
And every charm of natural eloquence, 
Like Hampdeis struggling in his country's cause,'" 
The first, the foremost to obey the laws. 
The last to brook oppr^sion. On he moves, 
Careless of blame while his own heart approves, 
Careless of ruin — ^ (" For the general good 
'T is not the first time I shall shed my blood.") 
On through that gate misnamed,"*' through which before 
Went Sidney, Russell, Raleigh, Cranmer, More, 
On into twilight within walb of stone, 
Then to the place of trial ;^ and alone,'" 
Alone before his judges in an'ay 
Stands for his life : there, on that awful day, 
Counsel of friends — all human help denied — 
All but from her who sits the pen to guide, 
Like that sweet saint who sate by Russell's side 
Under the judgment-seat.*' 
17* 
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But gniltj men 
Triumph not always. To hia hearth again. 
Again with honor to hia hearth restored, 
Xo ! in the accustomed chair and at tho board, 
Thrice greeting those who moat withdraw their claim ^ 
(The lowliest servant calling by his name), 
He reads thanksgiving in the eyes of all, 
All met as at a holy festival ! 

— On the day destined for his funeral ! 

Lo ! there the friend,** who, entering where he lay, 
Breathed in his drowsy ear " Away, away ! 
Take thou my cloak ! — ■ Nay, start not, hut obey — 
Take it and leave me." And the blushing maid, 
Who through the streets as through a desert strayed ; 
And, when her dear, dear ^ther passed along,* 
Would not be held — hut, bursting through the throng, 
Halberd and battle-axe — kissed him o'er and o'er; 
Then turned and went — then sought him as before, 
Believing she ehonld see his face no more ! 
And, 0, how chiinged at once — no heroine here, 
But a weak woman worn with grief and fear. 
Her darhng motlier ! 'T was but now she smiled ; 
And now she weeps upon her weeping child ! 

— But who sits by, her only wish' below 

At length fulfilled — and now prepared to go ? 
His hands on hers — as through the mists of night. 
She gazes on him with imperfect sight ; 
Her glory now, as ever her delight ! " 
To her, methinks, a second youth is given ; 
The light upon her face a light from Heaven ! 
An hour like this is worth a thousand passed 
In pomp or ease. — T is present to the last ! 
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Yeara glide away untold — 't ia still the same I 

Aa fresh, as Mr, aa on the day it came ! 

And now once more where most he loved to he, 

In his own fields — breathing tranquillity — 

We hail him — not leas happy, Fox, than thee, 

Thee at St. Anue's so soon of care beguiled, 

Playful, sincere, and artless as a child ! 

Thee, wto wouldst watch a bird's nest on the apray, 

Through the green leaves exploring, day by day. 

How oft from grove to grove, from seat to seat. 

With thee conversing in thy loved retreat, 

I saw the sun go down ! — Ah .' then 't waa thine 

Keel to forget some volume half divine, 

Shakspeare's or Drydea'a— through the checkered shade 

Borne m thy hand behind thee as we strayed ; 

And where we sate (and many a halt we made) 

To read there with a fervor all thy own, 

And m thy grand and melancholy tone, 

Some splendid passage not to thee unknown, 

Kt theme for long discourse.— Thy bell has tolled ! 

— But in thy place among ua we behold 

One who resemblea thee. 

'T is the sixth hour. 
The village-clock strikes from the distant tower. 
The ploughman leaves the field ; tho traveller hears, 
And to the inn- spurs forward. Nature wears 
Her sweetest smile ; tlie day-star in the west 
Yet hovering, and the thistle's down at rest. 

And such, his labor done, the calm he knows," 
Whose footsteps we have followed. Round him glows 
An atmosphere that brightens to the last ; 
Tho light, that Bbine=!, Tpflo.-ted from the past. 
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— And from the fiiture too ! Active in thought 
Among old books, old friends ; and not luisought 
By the wise stranger — in his morning-hours, 
When gentle airs stir the fresh-hloiving flowers, 
He muses, turning up the idle weed ; 
Or prunes or grails, or in the yeliow mead 
Watches his bees at hiving-time ; " and now, 
The ladder resting on the orchard-bough, 
Culls the delicious fruit tliat hangs in air, 
The purple plum, green fig, or golden pear, 
Mid sparkluig eyes, and hands uplifted there. 

At night, when all, assembling round the fire, 
Closer and closer draw till they retire, 
A tale is told of India or Japan, 
Of merchants from Golconde or Astracan, 
What time wild nature revelled unrestrained, 
And Sinbad voyaged and the Caliphs reigned : — 
Of knights renowned from holy Palestine, 
And minstrels, such as swept the lyre divine, 
When Blondel came, and Richard in his cell ^ 
Heard, as he lay, the song he knew so well : — 
Of some Norwegian, while the icy gale 
Rings in her shrouds and beats her iron-sail. 
Among the shining Alps of polar seas 
Immovable — forever iJiere to freeze ! '^ 
Or some great caravan, from well to well 
Windmg as darkness on the desert fell. 
In then- long march, such as the Prophet bids, 
To Mecca from tfee land of Pyramids, 
And in an instant lost — a hollow wave 
Of burning sand their everlasting grave ! — 
Now the scene shifts to Cashmere — to a glade 
Where, with her loved giizelle, tlic dark-eyed maid 
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(Her fragrant chamber for a while resigned, 
Her lute, by 6ts discoursing with the wind) . 
WiinderB well-pleased, what time the nightingale 
Sings to ik& rose, rejoicing hill and dale ; 
And now to Venice — to a bridge, a square, 
Glittering with light, all nations masking there, 
"With light refiected on the tremulous tide, 
Where gondolas in gay confusion glide, 
Answering tlie jest, the song on every side ; 
To Naples next — and at the crowded gate. 
Where Grief and Fear and wild Amazement wait, 
Lo ! on his back a son brings in his sire,'* 
Vesuvius blazing like a world on fire ! — 
Then, at a sign that never was forgot, 
A strain breaks forth (who hears and loves it not ? ) 
From harp or organ ! '' 'T is at pairing given. 
That in their slumbers they may dream of Heaven ; 
Young voices mingling, as it floats along, 
In Tuscan air or Handel's sacred song ! 

And she inspires, whose beauty shines in all ; 
So soon to vfeave a daughter's coronal, : 
And at tlie nuptial rite smile through her tears ; — 
So soon to hover round her fiill of fears, 
And with assurance sweet her soul revive 
In child-birth — ^when a mother's love is most alive ! 

No, 't is not here that Solitude is known. 
Through the wide world he only is alone 
"Who lives not for another.'' Come what wiU, 
The generous man has his companion still : 
The cricket on his hearth : the buzzing fly, 
That akims his roof, or, be hia roof 4he sky. 
Still with its note of gladness passes by : 
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And, in &n iron cage condemned to dwell, 
The cage that standa within the dungeon-cell, 
He feeda his spider — happier at the worst 
Than he at large who in himself h curst ! 

thou all-elociuent, whose mighty mind" 
Streams from the depth of ages on mankind, 
Streams like the day — who, angel-like, hast shed 
Thy full effulgence on the hoary head, 
Speaking in Cato's venerable voice, 
" Look up, and faint not — faint not, hut rejoice ! " 
From thy Eljsium guide him ! Age has now 
Stamped with his signet that ingenuous brow ; 
And, 'mid his old hereditary trees. 
Trees he has climbed so oft, he sits and sees 
His children's children playing round his knees r 
Then happiest, youngest, when the quoit is flung. 
When side by side the archers' bows are strung ; 
His to prescribe the place, adjudge the prize. 
Envying no more the young their energies 
Than they an old man when liis words are wise ; 
His a delight how pure . . . without alloy ; 
Strong in their strength, rejoicing in their joy .' 

Now in their turn assisting, they repay 
The anxious cares of many and many a day ; 
And now by those he loves relieved, restored, 
His very wants and weaknesses afford 
A feeling of enjoyment. In his walks, 
Leaning on them, how oft he stops and talks. 
While they look up ! Their questions, their replies, 
Fresh as the welling waters, round him rise. 
Gladdening h^ spirit : and, his theme the past, 
How eloquent he is ! His thoughts flow fest j 
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And, while his heart (0 ! can the heart grow old? 
False are the tales that in the world are told !) 
Swells in hia voice, he knows not where to end ; 
Like one discoursing of an absent friend. 

But there are moments which he calls his own. 
Then, never less alone than when alone, 
Those whom he loved so long and sees no more, 
Loved and still loves^ — ^not dead^ — but gone before, 
He gathers round him ; and revives at will 
Scenes in his life — that breathe enchantmeDt atill— 
That come not now at dreary intervals — 
But where a light ai from the Blessed falls 
A light such guests bnng e\Li — puie ind holy — 
Lapping the soul in sweetest melancholy ' 
— Ah ! then less willmg (noi the ehaice c 
To live with others th m to thmk of them ' 

And now behold bun up the hill aacendmg, 
Memory and Hope like evening stars i 
Sustained, excited, till his couiue is run 
By deeds of virtue done ci to 1 e done 
When on his couch he sinks at length to r 
Those by his counsel s^ved his power r 
Those by the world 'shunned e^er as unblrat. 
At whom, the rich man's dog growls from the gate, 
But whom he sought out, sitting desolate, 
Come and stand round — the widow with her child, 
As when she first forgot her tears and smiled ! 
They, who watch by him, see not ; but he sees. 
Sees and exults. — Were ever dreams like these ? 
They, who watch by him, hear not ; but he hears, 
And earth recedes, and Heaven itself appears ! 

'T is past ! That hand we grasped, alas ! in vain ! 
Nor shall we look upon his face again ! 
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But to Ilis closing eyes, for all were there, 
Kothing W3a wanting ; and, ttrough many a year 
We shall remember with a fond delight 
The words so precious which we heard to-night ; 
His parting, though a while our sorrow flows, 
Like setting suns or music at the close ! 

Then was the drama ended. Not till then, 
So full of chance and change the lives of men, 
Could we pronounce him happy. Then secure 
From pain, fi-om grief, and all that we endui-e, 
Ho slept in peace — say rather soared to Heaven, 
Upborne from earth by Him to whom 't is given 
In his right hand to hold the golden key 
That opes the portals of Eternity. 
— When by a good man's grave I muse alone, 
Methinks an angel sits upon the stone, 
And, with a voice inspiring joy, not fear, 
Says, pointing upward, " Know, he is not here ! " 

But let us hence : for now the day is spent. 
And stars are kindling in the firmament,'* 
To us how silent ! — though like ours perchance 
Busy and full of life and circumstance ; 
Where some the paths of Wealth and Power pursue, 
Of Pleasure some, of Happiness a few ; 
And, as the sun goes round — a sun not ours- 
While from her lap another Nature showers 
Gifts of her own, some from the crowd retire, 
Think on themselves, within, without inquire ; 
At distance dwell on all that passes there, 
All that their world reveals of good and fair ; 
Trace out the journey through their little day, 
And dream, like me, an idle hour away. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



ODK TO SUPERSTITION.' 

Hesck to the realms of Night, dire Demon, hence ! 

Thy chain of adamant can bind 

That little world, the human mind, 
And sink its noblest powers to impotence. 

Wake the lion's loudest roar, 

Clot his shaggy mane with gore, 

With flashing fury bid his eye-balls shine ; 

Meek is his savage, sullen soul, to thine ! 

Thy touch, thy deadening touch, has steeled the breas 

Whence, through her April-shower, soft Pity smiled ; 

Has closed the heart each godlike virtue blessed, 

To all the silent pleadings of his child." 

At thy command he plants the dagger deep, 
At thy command exults, though Nature bids him weep ! 



AVhcn, with a frown that frazc the peopled earth,' 
Thou dartedst thy huge head from high, 
Night waved her banners o'er the sky. 

And, brooding, gave her shapelos.'i shadows birth. 
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Rocking on the billowy air, 
Ha ! what withering phantoma glare ! 
As blows the blast with many a sudden swell, 
At each dead pause, what shrill-toned voices yell ' 
The sheeted spectre, rising from the tomh, 
Points to the murderer's stab, and shudders by ; 
In every grove is felt a heavier gloom, 
That veils its genius from the vulgar eye : 
The spirit of the water rides the stonn, 
And, through the mist, reveals the terrors of his form. 



O'er solid seas, where Winter reigns, 
And holds each mountain-wave in chains, 
The fur-clad savage, ere he guides his deer 
By glistering stai-light through the snow. 
Breathes softly in her wondering ear 
Each potent spell thou bad'st him know. 

By thee inspired, on India's sands, 

Full in the sun the Brahmin stands ; 
And, while the panting tigress hies 
To qttench her fever in the stream. 
His spirit laughs in agonies, 

Smit by the acorchings of the noontide beam. 
Mark who mounts the sacred pyre,^ 
Blooming in her bridal vest : 

She hurls the torch ! she fans the fire ! 
To die is to be blest : 
She clasps her lord to part no more, 
And; sighing, sinlfs ! but sinks to soar, 
O'ershadowing Scotia's desert coast, 
The Sisters sail in dusky statc,^ 
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And, wrapt in clouda, in 
Weave the airy web of Fate ; 
WTiile the lone shepherd, near the ahipless main,' 
Sees o'er her hills advance the long-drawn funeral train. 



Thou spak'st, and, lo ! a new creation glowed. 
Each unhewn mass of living stone 
Was clad in horrors not its own. 
And at its base the trembling nations bowed. 
Giant Error, darkly grand. 
Grasped the globe with iron hand. 
Circled with seats of bliss, the Lord of Light 
Saw prostrate worlds adore his golden height. 
The statue, waking with immortal powers,' 
Springs from its parent earth, and shakes the spheres ; 
The indignant pyramid sublimely towers, 
And braves the efforts of a host of years. 
Sweet Music breathes her soul into the wind ; 
And bright-eyed Painting stamps the imago of the mind. 



Round the rude ark old Egypt's sorcerers rise ! 
A timbrelled anthem swells the gale. 
And bids the God of Thunders hail f 
With lowings loud the captive god replies. 
Clouds of incense woo thy smile, 
Scaly monarch of the Nile ! " 
But, ah ! what myriads claim the bended knee ! "* 
Go, count the busy drops that swell the sea. 
Proud land ! what eye can trace thy mystic lore, 
Locked up in characters as dark as night ?" 
19 
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What eye those long, long labyrinths daro explore,'^ 
To which the parted soul oft wings her flight ; 
Again to visit her cold cell of clay, 
Charmed with perennial sweets, and smiling at decay ^ 



On yon hoar summit, mildly bright''^ 
With purple ether's liquid light, 
Hi;^h o'er the world, the white-rohed Magi gaze 
On daaziing bursts of heavenly fire ; 
Start at each blue, portentous blaze, 
Each flame that flits with adverse spire. 
But say, what sounds my ear invade 
Trom Delphi's venerable shade 1 
The temple rocks, the laurel waves ! 
" The god ! the god ! " the Sibyl cries." 
Her figure swells ! she foams, she raves ! 
Her figure swells to more than mortal size ! 
Streams of rapture roll along, 
Silver notes ascend the skies : 
Wake, Echo, wake and catch the song, 
0, catch it, ere it dies ! 
The Sibyl speaks, the dream is o'er, 
The holy harpings charm no more. 
In vain she chocks the god's control ; 
His madding spirit fills her frame. 
And moulds the features of her soul, 
Breathing a prophetic flame. 
The cavern frowns ; its hundred mouths unclose ! 
And, in the thunder's voice, the fate of empire flowi 
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ODE TO SUl'ERSTITION. 



Mona, tby Druid-ritcs a,wake the dead ! 
Rites thy bro\Tn oaks would never dare 

Even whisper to the idle air; 
Bites that have chained old Ocean on his bed. 

Shivered by thy piercing glance, 

Pointless falls the hero's lance. 
Thy magic bids the imperial eagle fly," 
And blasts the laureate wreath of victory. 
Hark, the bard's soul inspires the vocal string ! 
At every pause dread Silence hovers o'er : 
While murky Night sails round on raven wing, 
Deepening the tempest's howl, the torrent's roar ; 
Chased by the Mom from Snowdon's awful brow, 
Where late she sate and scowled on the black wave below. 



Lo ! steel-clad War his gorgeous standard rears ! 

The red-cross squadrons madly rage,'° 

And mow through infancy and age ; 
Then kiss the sacred dust and melt in tears. 

Veiling from the eye of day, 

Penance dreams her life away ; 
la cloistered solitude she sits and sighs, 
While from each shrine still, small responses rise. 
Hear, with what heartfelt heat the midnight bell 
Swings its slow summons through the hollow pile ! 
The weak, wan votarist leaves her twilight cell. 
To walk, with taper dim, the winding aisle ; 
With choral chantings vainly to aspire 
Beyond this nether sphere, on Eapture's wing of fire. 
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ODE TO BUPEESTIXIOJf. 



Lord of each pang the nerves can feel, 
Hence with the rack and reeking wheel. 
Faith lifts the soul above this little ball ! 
While gleams of glory open round, 
And circling choirs of angels call, 
Canst thou, with all thy terrors crowned, 
Hope to obscure that latent spark, 
Destined to shine when suns are dark ? 
Thy triumphs cease ! through every land, 
Hark ! Truth proclaims, thy triumphs ceaa 
Her heavenly form, with glowing h^nd. 
Benignly points to piety and peace. 
Flushed with youth, her looks impart 

Each fine feeling as it flows ; 
Her voice the echo of a heart 

Pure as the mountain snows : 
Cel^tial transports round her play, 
And softly, sweetly die away. 
She smiles ! and where is now the cloud 
That blackened o'er thy baleful reign f 
Grim darkness furls his leaden shroud, 

Shrinking from her glance in vain. 
Her touch unlocks the day-spring from abo 
And, lo ! it visits man with beams of light ar 
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THE SAILOR. 



THE SAILOR. 



The Sailor sighs as sinks his native shore, 
As !ill its lessening turrets bluely fade ; 

He climbs the mast to feast his eye once more, 
And busy Fancy fondly lends her aid. 

Ah ! now, each dear, domestic scene ho koew. 
Recalled and cherished in a foreign clune. 

Charms with the magic of a moonlight view ; 
Its colors mellowed, not impaired, by time. 

True as the needle, homeward points his heart, 
Through all the horrors of tho stormy main ; 

This, the last wish that would with life depart, 
To meet the smile of her he loves again. 

When Mom first faintly draws her silver line. 
Or Eve's gray cloud descends to drink the wave ; 

When sea and sky in midnight darkness join, 
Still, still he sees the parting look she gave. 

Her gentle spirit, lightly hovering o'er, 
Attends his little bark from pole to pole ; 

And, when the beating billows round him roar, 
Whispers sweet hope to soothe his troubled soul. 

Carved is her name in many a spicy grove, 
In many a plantain-forest, waving wide ; 

Wliere dusky youths in painted plumage rove, 
And giant palms o'erarch the golden tide. 
19* 
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But, lo ! at last ho comes with crowdecl sail ! 

Lo ! o'er the cliff what eager figures bend ! 
And hark, what mingled mui-murs swell the gale ! 

In each he hears the welcome of a friend. 

'T is she, 't is she herself ! she waves her hand ! 

Soon is the anchor cast, the canvas furled ; 
Soon through the whitening surge he springs to land, 
And clasps the maid he singled from the world. 



A WISH. 
MiSB be a cot beside the hill ; 

A hee-hive's hum shall soothe my ear ; 
A willowy brook, that turns a mill, 

With many a fiill shall linger near. 

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch, 
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Around my ivied porch shall spring 

Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew ; 

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church, among the trees. 



Where first our 



marriage vows were given, 



With merry peals shall swell the breeze. 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 
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TUG ALP3 AT DAY-BREAK. 



AN ITALIAN" SONG. 
Dear is mj Ijttle native vale, 

The ring-dove builds and murmura there ; 
Close by my cot she tells her tale 

To every passing villager. 
The squirrel leaps from tree to tree, 
Anil shells hia nute at liberty. 

In orange-groves and myrtle-bowers, 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 

I charm the fairy-footed hours 

With my loved lute's romantic sound ; 

Or crowns of living iaurel weave, 

Tor those that win the race at ove. 

The shepherd's horn at break of day, 
The ballet danced in twilight glade. 

The canzonet and roundelay 

Sung in the silent green- wood shade ; 

These simple joys, that never fail, 

Shall bind me to my native vale. 



THE ALPS AT DAY-BREAK. 

The sunbeams streak the azure skies, 

And line with light the mountain's brow: 

With hounds and horns the hunters rise, 
And chase the roebuck through the snow. 
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From rock to rock, with giant-Tjound, 
High on their iron poles they pass ; 

Mute, lest tlie air, convulsed by sound, 
Ecnd from above a frozen mass. 

The goats wind slow their wonted way, 
Up craggy steeps and ridges rude ; 

Marked by the wild wolf for bis prey, 
Trom desert cave or hanging wood. 

And while the ton'ent thunders loud, 
And as the echoing clifis reply. 

The hnta peep o'er the morning-cloud, 
Perched, like an eagle's nest, on high, 



ON A TEAR. 



! THAT the chemist's magic art 

Could crystallize this saered treasure ! 

Long should it glitt«r near my heart, 
A secret source of pensive pleasure. 

The little brilliant, ere it fell. 

Its lustre caught from Chlob's eye ; 

Then, trembling, left its coral cell — ■ 
The spring of Sensibility ! 

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light ! 

In thee the rays of Virtue sbine ; 
More calmly clear, more mildly bright, 

Than any gem that gilds the mine. 
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"WRITTEN IN A SICK CHAMBER. 



[I restorer of the soul ! 

"VVho ever flj'st to bring relief, 

When first we foel the rude control 

Of Love or Pitj, Joy or Grief. 

The sage's and the poet's theme, 
In every clime, in every age ; 

Thou charm'st in Fancy's idle dream, 
In Reason's philosophic page. 

That very law " which moulds a tear, 
And bids it trickle from its source, 

That law preserves the earth a sphere. 
And guides the planets in their course. 



WRITTEN IN A SICK CHAMBER. 

There, in that bed so closely curtained round. 
Worn to a shade and wan with slow decay, 

A father sleeps ! 0, hushed be every sound ! 
Soft may we breathe the midnight hours away ! 

He stirs— yet still he sleeps. May heavenly dreams 
Long o'er his smooth and settled pillow rise ; 

Nor fly, till morning through the shutter streams, 
And on the hearth the glimmering rush-light dies ! 
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TO TWO SrSTEKS. 



TO TWO SISTEES.1! 



Well may you sit within, and, fond of grief. 
Look in each other's face, and melt in t«ar3. 

Well may you shun all counsel, all relief. 

0, she was great in mind, though young in years ! 

Changed is that lovely countenance, which shed 
Light when she spoke ; and kindled sweet surprise, 

As o'er her frame each warm emotion spread, 
Played round her Ijpa, and sparkled in her eyes. 

Those lips so pm-e, that moved but to persuade, 
Still to the last enlivened and endeared. 

Those eyes at once her secret soul conveyed, 
And ever beamed delight when you appeared. 

Yet has she fled the life of bliss below, 

That youthful Hope in bright perspective drew ? 

False were tbe tints ! false as the feverish glow 
That o'er her burning cheek Distemper threw ! 

And now in joy she dwells, in glory moves ! 

(Glory and joy reserved for you to share,) 
Far, far more blest in blessmg those she loves. 

Than they, alas ! unconscious of her care. 
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TO A FRIESD OX HIS JIAIIKIAI 



TO A FRIEND ON HIS MARRIAGK. 

Oh thee, blest youth, a father's hand eonfcrs 
The maid thy earliest, fondest wishes knew. 

Each soft enchantment of the soul is hers ; 
Thino be the joys to firm attachment due. 

As on she mo es t h hes a n^ ,^race 

She wins is. nnce fiom L & soothin^ o co 

And, with a look the penc 1 couH n t tr ce 

Smiles th o ^1 her blu h s a d co fir ns tl choice. 

Spare the fi trem rs of he feel ng frame 
To thee 1 tuinb — for^ e a vug n s feaxs 

To thee she tun s w tl su eat tender st la m 
Weakn sb th t charm reJu ta e that endears 

At each le pon tie urelrtc c^urc 

From he f 11 bo om bu a s the ah dde s ,,! 

A strangle myo e us 6 h s ene msj es 
And on h r bps tic t emll n^ ae en s d e 

O'er her fdJi iacc what wild emotions play ! 

What lights and shades in sweet confusion blend ! 
Soon shall they fiy, glad harbingers of day, 

And settled sunshine on her soul descend ! 

Ah ! soon, thine own eonfest, ecstatic thought ! 

That hand shall strew tliy summer-path with Sowers ; 
And those blue eyes, with mildest lustre fraught, 

Gild the calm current of domestic hours ! 
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WRITTBH TO BE SPOKEN BY MRS. SIDDONS. 



WRITTEN TO BE SPOKEN BY MRS. SIDDONS.i^ 
Yes, 't is the pulao of life ! my fears were vain ; 
I wake, I breathe, and am myself again. 
Still in thia nether world; no aeraph yet ! 
Nor walks my spirit, when the sun is set, 
With troubled step to hairnt the fatal board, 
WLere I died last — by poison or the sword ■ 
Blanching each honest cheek with deeds of night, 
Done here so oft by dim and doubtful light. 

— To drop all metaphor, that little bell 
Called back reality, and broke the spell. 
No heroine claims your t^ars with tragic tone ; 
A very woman — scarce restrains her own ! 
Can she, with fiction, charm the cheated mind 
When to be grateful ia the part assigned 1 

Ah, no .' she scorns the trappings of her art ; 

No theme but truth, qo prompter but the heart ! 
But, Ladies, say, mast I alone unmast ? 

Is here no other actress, let me ask. 

Believe me, tliose, who best the heart dissect, 

Know every woman studies stage-effect. 

She moulds her manners to the part she fills. 

As Instinct teaches, or as Humor wills ; 

And, as the grave or gay her talent calls, 

Acts in the drama, till the curtain falls. 

First, how her little breast nith triumph swells. 

When the red coral rings its golden bells ! 

To play in pantomime is then the rage, 

Along the carpet's many-colored stage ■ 
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WRITTEN TO BE SPOKEN BY MRS. SXDDOSS. ; 

Or lisp her merry thoughts with loud endeavor, 

Now here, now there,— in noise and mischief ever 
A school-girl nest, she cnrla her hair in papera, 

And mimics father's gout, and mother's vapors ; 

Discards her doll, bribes Betty for romances ; 

Playful at church, and serious when she dances ; 

Tramples alike on customs and on toes. 

And whispers all she heara to all she knows ; 

Terror of caps, and wigs, and sober notions ! 

A romp ! that longest of perpetual motions ! 

— Till, tamed and tortured into foreign graces. 

She sports her lovely face at public pkces ; 

And with blue, laughing eyes, behind her fan, 

First acts her part with that great actor, man. 
Too soon a flh-t, approach her and she flies .' 

Frowns when puraued, and, when entreated, sighs ! 

Plays with unhappy men as cats with mice ; 

Till fading beauty hmts the lat« advice. 

Her prudence dictates what her pride disdained, 
And now she sues to slaves heraelf had chained ! 

Then comes that good old character, a Wife 
With all the dear, distracting cares of life ■ 
A thousand cards a day at doors to leave. 
And, in return, a thousand cards receive ; 
Eowge high, play deep, to lead the ton aspire. 
With nightly hkze set Portland^place on fire j 
Snatch half a glimpse at concert, opera, ball, 
A meteor, traced by none, though seen by all; 
And, when her shattered nerves forbid to roam, 
In very spleen — rehearse the girls at home. 

Last the gray Dowager, in ancient flounces, 
With suns' and spectacles the age denounces- 
20 
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I WEiriEN TO BB SPOKEN BY MRS. 8IDD0NS, 

Boasts how the sires of this degenerate Isle 
Knelt for a look, and duelled for a smile. 
The scourge aad ridicule of Goth and Vandal, 
Her tea she sweetens, as she sips, with scandal ; 
With modem heiles eternal warfare wages, 
Lite her own hirds that clamor from their cages ; 
And shuffles round to bear her tale to all, 
Lite some old Ruin, " nodding to its fall ! " 

Thus WoMAH mates her entrance and her exit; 
Not least an actress when she least suspects it. 
Yet Nature oil, peeps out and mars the plot. 
Each teson lost, each poor pretence forgot ; 
Full oft, with energy that scorns control, 
At once lights up the features of the soul ; 
Unlocks each thought chained down bj cowai'd Ai-t, 
And to full day the latent passions start ! 
— And she, whose first, best wish is your applause, 
Herself exemplifies the truth she draws. 
Bom on the stage — through every shifting scene, 
Obscure or bright, tempestuous or serene, 
Still has your smile her trembling spirit fired ! 
And can she act, with thoughts like these inspired 1 
No ! from her mind all artifice she flings, 
All skill, all practice, now unmeaning things ! 
To you, unchccted, each genuine feeling flows ; 
For all that life endears — to you she owes. 
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Go — jou may call it madness, folly; 

You shall not chase my gloom away. 
There 's such a ohann i 



I would not, if I could, be gay. 

0, if you knew tie pensive pleasure 
That fills my bosom when I sigh, 

You would not rob mo of a treasure 
Monarchs a^o too poor to buy. 



A FAREWELL. 
Adieu ! A long, a long adieu ! 

I must be gone while yet I may. 
Oft shall I weep to think of you ; 

But here I will not, cannot stay. 

The sweet expression of that face, 
Forever changing, yet the same, 

Ah no ! I dare not turn to trace. 
It melts my soul, it fires my ftame .' 

Yet give me, give me, ere I go. 
One little lock of those so hlcst. 

That lend your cheek a warmer glow, 
And on your white neck love to rest. 

— Say, when, to kindle soft delight, 

That hand has chanced mtli mine to meet. 

How could its thriUing touch excite 
A sigh so short, and yet so sweet ? 
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FROM A GREEK EPIGRAM. — FKOM EUBIPIDB3. 

say — but no, it must not be. 

Adieu ! A long, a. long adieu ! 
— Yet still, methinks, you frown on me; 

Or never could I fly from you. 



FROM A GUEEK EPIGRAM. 
WniLE on the cliff with calm delight she kneels. 
And the blue vales a thousand joys recall, 
See, to the last, last verge her ijifimt steals ! 
0, fly ! — yet stir not, speak not, lest it fall. 
Far better taught, she lays her bosom bare, 
And the fond boy springs back to nestle there. 



FRO:\I EURIPIDES. 
Thbeb is a streamlet issuing from a rock. 
The village-girls, singing ivild madrigals, 
Dip thoir whit« vestments in its waters clear, 
And hang them to the sun. There first we met, 
There on tbat day. Her dark and eloquent eyos 
'T was heaven to look upon ; and her sweet voice, 
As tunable as harp of many strings, 
At once spoke joy and sadness to my soul ! 

Dear is that valley to the murmuring heea ; 
And all, who know it, come and come again. 
The sm!ill bii'ds build there ; and at summer-noon 
Oft have I heard a child, gay among flowers, 
As in the shining grass she sate concealed, 
Sing to herself 
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CAPTIVITY.— WRITTKN AT MIDNIGIlr. 

FROM AN ITALIAN SONNET. 
Love, under Friendship's vesture white, 
Lauglis, his littlo limbs concealing ; 
And oft in sport, and oft in spite. 
Like Pity mecta the dazzled sight, 
Smiles through his tears revealing. 

But now as Eage the god appears ! 
He frowns, and tempests shate his frame ! - 
Frowning, or smiling, or in tears, 
'T is Love ; and Love is still the same. 



CAPimTY. 
Caged in old woods, whose reverend echoes wake 
When the hera screams along the distant lake, 
Her little heart ofl flutters to be free. 
Oft sighs to turn the unrelenting key. 
In vain ! the nurse that rusted relic wears, 
Nor moved by gold — nor to bo moved by tears ; 
And terraced walls their black reflection throw 
On the green-mantled moat that sleeps below. 



WRITTRN AT MIDNtGHT. 
While through the broken pane the tempest sighs. 
And my step falters on the fiiithless floor. 
Shades of departed joys around me rise, 
With many a face that smites on me do more ; 
With many a voice that thrills of transport gave. 
Now silent as the grass that tufts their grave ! 
20* 
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:' A CHAR.\OTF.R.— TO AN OLD OAK. 

A CHARACTER. 
Aa through the hedge-row shade the violet steala, 
And the sweet air its modest leaf reveals ; 
Her soiler charms, but by their influence known, 
Surprise all hearts, and mould them to her own. 



TO AN OLD OAK. 
Thcnk of a giant now no more ! 
Once did thy limbs to heaven aspire ; 
Once, by a track untried before, 
Strike as resolving to explore 
Eealms of infernal fire.'" 

Round thee, alas ! no shadows move ! 
From thee no sacred murmurs breathe ! 
Yet within thee, thyself a grove, 
Once did tlie eagle scream above, 
And the wolf howl beneath. 

There once the red-cross knight reclined. 
His resting-place, a house of prayer ; 
And, when the death-bell smote the wmd 
From towers long fled by human kind, 
He knelt and worshipped there ! 

Then Culture came, and days serene ; 
And village-sports, and garlands gay. 
Full many a pathway crossed the green ; 
And maids and shepherd-youtha were seen 
To celebrate the May. 
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TO THE YOUNCEST DArGIITER OF LADY * ■ 

Father of many a forest deep, 
Whence many a navy thunder-fraught ! 
Erst in thy acorn-cells asleep, 
Soon destined o'er the world to sweep, 
Opening new spheres of thought ! 

Wont in the night of woods to dwell, 
The holy Druid saw thee rise ; 
And, planting there the guard ian-speli, 
Sung forth, the dreadful pomp to swell 
Of human s 



Thy singed top and branches hare 
Now straggle in the evening-sky ; 
And the wan moon wheels round to g^ 
On the iong corse that shivers there 
Of him who came to die ! 



TO THE YOUNGEST DAUGHTER OF LADY • 
1800. 
Ah ! why with tell-tale tongue reveal^' 
What most her blushes would conceal 1 
Why lift that modest veil to trace 
The seraph-sweetness of her face 1 
Some fairer, better sport prefer ; 
And feel for us, if not for her. 

For this presumption, soon or late, 
Know thine shall be a kindred fete. 
Another shall in vengeance rise — 
Sing Harriet's cheeks, and Harriet's eyes ; 
And, echoing back her ivood-notea wild, 
— Trace nil the mother in the child ! 
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L VOICE THAT H4D BEEN LOST. 



TO THE GNAT. 



When by the greenwood aide, at summer eve, 
Poetic visions charm my closing eye ; 
And fiiiry-scenes, that Fancy loves to iveave, 
Shift to wild notes of sweetest minstrelsy ; 
'T is thine to range in busy quest of prey, 
Thy feathery antlers quivering with delight, 
Brash from my lids the hues of heaven away, 
And all is solitude, and all is night ! 

— Ah ! now thy barbed shaft, relentless fly, 
Unshcaths its terrors in the sultry air ! 

No guardian sylph, in golden panoply, 
Lifts the broad shield, and pointe the glittering 
Now near and nearer rush tliy whirring wings, 
Thy dragon-scales still wet with human gore. 
Hark, thy sbriii bom its fearful larum flings ! 

— I wake in horror, and dare sleep no more ! 



TO A VOICE THAT HAD BEEN LOST.^^ 



Et. a1 via ^mllem pii^sew, pii^ Biimuii. — Arsi)sn,-S 

Once more. Enchantress of the soul. 
Once more we hail thy soft control. 
— Yet whither, whither didst tliou fly "J 
To what bright region of the sky 7 
Say, in what distant star to dwell 7 
(Of other worlds thou seera'st to tell) 
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TO THE BTITTEKPLY. 237 

Or trembling, fluttering here below, 
Eesolycd and unresolved to go, 
In secret didst thou still impart 
Thy raptures to the pure in heart 1 

Perhaps to many a desert shore, 
Thco, in his rt^, the tempest bore ; 
Thy broken murmurs swept along, 
Mid echoes yet iintuned by song ; 
Arrested in the realms of frost, 
Or in the wilds of ether lost. 

Far happier thou ! 't was thine to soar. 
Careering on the winged wind. 
Thy triumphs who shall dare explore f 
Suns and their systems left behind. 
No tract of space, no distant star, 
No shock of elements at war, 
Did thee detain. Thy wing of fire 
Bore thee amid the cherub-choir; 
And there a while to thee 't was given 
Once more that voice"" beloved to join. 
Which taught thee first a flight divine, 
And nursed thy infajit years with many a strain from 
Heaven ! 



TO THE JiUTTEEFLY. 

Child of the sun ! pursue thy rapturous flight, 
Mingling with her thou lov'st in fields of light ; 
And, where the flowers of Paradise unfold, 
Quaff fragrant nectar from their cups of gold. 
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i TO THE FRAI3MENT OP A STATUE OF HEECULES. 

There sliiill thy irings, rich aa an ovening-sky, 
Expand and shut with silent ecstasy I 
— Yet wort thou once a worm, a thing that crept 
On the bare earth, then wrought a tomb and slept. 
And such is man ; soon from his cell of clay 
To burst a seraph in the blaze of day ! 



AN EPITAPH ON A ROBIN-EED BREAST.'" 
TitEAD lightly here, for here, 'tis said, 
When piping winds are hushed around, 
A small not« wakes from underground, 
Where now his tiny bones are laid. 
No more in lone and leafless groves. 
With ruffled wing and faded breast, 
His friendless, homeless spirit roves ; 
— Gone to the world where birds are blest ! 
Where never cat glides o'er the green, 
Or school-boy's giant form is seen ; 
But Love, and Joy, and smiling Spring, 
Inspire their little souls to sing ! 



TO TIIE FEAGMEST 01' A STATUE OF UEROTJT.ES. 



Axi) dost thou still, thou mass of breathing stone 
(Thy giant limbs to night and chaos hurled), 
Still sit as on the fragment of a world ; 
Surviving all, majc8tic and alone ? 
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What though the Spmts of the North, that swept 
Rome from the earth when in her pomp she slept, 
Smof« thee with fury, and thy headless trunk 
Deep in the dust mid tower and temple sunk ; 
Soon to subdue mankind 't was thine to rise, 
Still, still unc^nelled thy glorious energies ! 
Aspiring minds, with thee conversing, caught 
Bright revektioas of the Good they sought f 
By thee that long-lost spell in secret given, 
To draw down gods, and lift the soul to Heaven l'^ 



An ! little thought she, when, with wild delight, 
By many a torrent's shining track she flew, 

When mountain-glens and caverns full of night 
O'er her young mind divine enchantment threw. 

That in her veins a secret iiorror slept, 

Tiiat her light footsteps should be heard no more, 

That she should die — nor watched, alas ! nor wept 
By thee, unconscious of the pangs she bore. 

Yet round her couch indulgent Fancy drew 
The kindred forms her closing eye required. 

There didst thou stand — there, with the smile she knew ; 
She moved her lips to hless thee, and expked. 

And now to thee she comes ; still, still the same 

As in the hours gone unregarded by ! 
To thee, how changed, come<i as she cvsr came ; 

Health on her i.ht,ek, and pleasure in her eye ! 
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Nor Ites, less oft, as on that day, appears, 
WLen lingering, aa prophetic of the truth, 

By the way-side she shed her partiDg tears — 
Forever lovely in the light of Youth ! 



THE BOY OF EGREMOND. 
" Say, what remains when Hope is fled?" 
She answered, " Endless weeping ! " 
For in the herdsman's eye she read 
Who in his shroud lay sleeping. 

At Embsay rung the matin-bell, 
The stag was roused on Earden-feU ; 
The mingled sounds were swelling, dying, 
And down the Wharfe a hern was flying ; 
When near the cabin in the wood, 
In tartan-clad and forest-green, 
With hound in leash and hawk in hood. 
The Boy of Egremond was seen.^ 
Blithe was his song, a song of yore ; 
But whei'e the rock is rent in two, 
And the river rushes through, 
His voice was heard no more ! 
'T was but a step ! the gulf he passed j 
But that step — it was his last ! 
As through the mist ho winged his way 
(A cloud that hovers night and day), 
The hound hung back, and back he drew 
The master and his merlin too. 
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WKITTEN IS lUB HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLASD. 

That narrow place of noiae and strife 
Received tlieir little all of life ! 

There now the matin-bell is rung ; 
The " Miserere ! " duly anng ; 
And holy men in cowl and hood 
Are wandering up and down the wood. 
But what avail they ■? Ruthless Lord, 
Thou didst not shudder when the sword 
Here on the young its fury spent, 
The helpless and the innocent. 
Sit now and answer, groan for groan. 
The child before thee is thy own. 
And she who wildly irandera there, 
The mother in her long despair, 
Shall oft remind thee, walling, sleeping, 
Of those who by the Wharfe were weepmg ; 
Of those who would not be consoled 
When red with blood the river rolled. 



WRITTEN IN TIIE IIIGHluVNDS OF SCOTLAND, 
Septemeeb 2, 1812. 

Blue was the loch, the clouds were gone, 
Ben-Lomond in his glory shone. 
When, Luss, I left thee ; when tlie breeze 
Bore me from thy silver sands, 
Thy kirk-yard wall among the trees, 
Where, gray with age, the dial stands ; 
That dial so well known to me ! 
— Though many a shadow it had shed, 
21 
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242 WEITTEN IN THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 

Beloved sister, since with thee 
The legend on the stone was read. 

The fairy-islea fled far away ; 
That with its woods and uplands green, 
Where shepherd-huts are dimly seen, 
And songs are heard at close of day ; 
That too, the deer's wild covert, fled, 
And that, the asylum of the dead : 
"While, aa the boat went merrily, 
Much of KoB Roy the hoatman told; 
His arm that fell below his knee, 
His_ cattle-ford and mountain-hold. 

Tarbat,^ thy shore I climbed at last ; 
And, thy shady region passed. 
Upon another shore I stood. 
And looked upon another flood ; '" 
Great Ocean's self ! ('T is lie who fills 
That vast and awfiil depth of hills) ; 
Where many an elf was playing round. 
Who treads unshod his classic ground ; 
And speaks, his native rocks among, 
Aa FiNGAL spoke, and Ossiah sung. 

Night fell ; and dark and darker grew 
That narrow sea, that narrow sky, 
Aa o'er the glimmering waves we flew ; 
The sea^hird rustling, wailing by. 
And now the grampus, half-descried, 
Bla«k and huge above the tide ; 
The cliffe and promontories there, 
Front to front, and broad and bare ; 
Each beyond each, with gianl^feet 
Advancing as in haste to meet j 



Hcssdb, Google 



The shattered fortress, -whence the Dane 

Blew his shrill blast, nor rushed in vain, 

Tyrant of the drear domain ; 

All into midnight-shadow sweep ^ — ■ 

When day springs upward from the deep ! ■ 

Kindling the waters in its flight, 

The prow wakes splendor ; and the oar, 

That rose and fell unseen before, 

Flashes in a sea of light ! 

Glad sign, and sure ! for now we hail 

Thy flowers, Glenfinnart, in the gale ; 

And bright indeed the path should he, 

That leads to Friendship and to thee ! 

blest retreat, and sacred too ! 
Sacred as when the bell of prayer 
Tolled duly on the desert air. 
And crosses decked thy summits blue. 
Oft, like some loved romantic tale, 
Oft shall my weary mind recall, 
Amid the hum and stir of men. 
Thy beechen-grove and waterfall, 
Thy ferry with its gliding sail, 
And her — the Lady of the Glen ! 



ON . . . ASLEEP. 
Sleep on, and dream of Heaven a while. 
Though shut so close thy laughing eyes, 
Thy rosy lips still wear a smile, 
And move, and breathe delicious sighs ! — 
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AN INSCRIPTION IN THE CRIMEA. 

Ah ! now Boft blushes tinge her cheeka, 
And mantle o'er her neck of enow. 
Ah ! now she murmurs, now she speaks, 
AVhat most I wish — and fear to know. 

She starts, she trembles, and she wcops ! 
Her feir hands folded on her breast. 
— And now, how like a saint she sleeps ! 
A seraph in the realms of rest ! 

Sleep on secure ! Above control, 
Thy tlioughts belong to Heaven and thee ! 
And may the secret of thy soul 
Remain within its sanctuary ! 



AN ISSORIPTION IN THE CRIMEA. 

Shepherd, or Huntsman, or worn Mariner, 
Whate'er thou art, who wouldst allay thy thirst, 
Drink and be glad. This cistern of white stone, 
Arched, and o'erwrought with many a sacred verse, 
This iron-cup chained for the general use. 
And these nido seats of earth within the grove. 
Were given by Jatima. Borne hence a bride, 
'T was here she turned from her beloved sire, 
To see his face no more.^' 0, if thou canst 
('T is not far off), visit his tomb with flowers ; 
And with a drop of this sweet water fill 
The two snmll cells scooped in the marble there, 
That birds may come and drink upon his grave. 
Making it holy°^ 
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REFLECTIONS. 245 

AN ESSCRIFnON FOR A TEMPLE DEDICATED TO 
THE GRACES."* 

Approach witli reverence. There are those witMn 
Whose dwellbg-pkee is Heaven. Daughters of Jove, 
IVom them flow all the decencies of life ; 
Witliout them nothing pleases, Virtue's self 
Admired, not loved : and those on whom they smile, 
Great though they be, and wise, and beautiful, 
Shine forth with double lustre. 



REFLECTIONS. 
Man to the last is hut a froward child ; 
So eager for the futnre, come what may, 
And to tho present so insensible ! 
0, if he could in all things as ho would, 
Tears would as days and hours as mdmenta h 
He would, BO restless is his spirit here, 
Gfive wings to Time, and wish his life away ! 



Alas ! to our discomfort and his own, 
' Oft are the greatest talents to be found 
In a fool's keeping. ; For what else is he, 
However worldly wise and worldly strong. 
Who can pervert and to the worst abuse 
The noblest means to servo the noblest ends ; 
Who can employ the gift of eloquence. 
That sacred gift, to dazzle and delude ; 
Or, if achievement in tho field be his, 
21* 
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lib EEFLECTI0S8. 

CHmb but to gain a loss, suffering how much, 
And how much more inflicting ! Everywhere, 
Cost what thej will, such cruel freaks are played; 
And heuce the turmoil in this world of ours, 
The turmoil never ending, still beginning, 
The wailing and the tears. — When C^sar came, 
He who could master all men hut himself, 
Who did so much and could bo well record it ; 
Even he, the most applauded in his part, 
Who, when he spoke, all things summed up in hhn. 
Spoke to convince, nor ever, when he fought. 
Fought but to conquer — -what a life was his, 
Slaying so many, to be slain at last," 
f A life of trouble and incessant toil, 
And all to gain what is far better missed .' ) 



The heart, they say, is wiser than the schools; 
And well they may. j All that is great in thought, 
That strikes at once as with electric fire, 
And lifts^ us, as it were, from earth to heaven. 
Comes from the heart ; and who confesses not 
Its voice as sacred, nay, almost divine, 
When inly it declares on what wc do, 
Blaming, approving % Let an erring world 
Judge as it will, we care not while we stand 
Acquitted there ; and oft, when clouds on clouds 
Compass us round and not a track appears, 
Oft is an upright heart tlie surest guide. 
Surer and better than the subtlest head ; 
Still with its silent counsels through the dark 
Onward and onward leading. 
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REFLBCTIONS. 2 

This Child, so lovely and so chcrab-like 

(No fiiirer spirit in the heaven of heavens), 

Say, must he know remorse 1 Must Paasion come, 

Passion in all or any of its shapes, 

To cloud and sully what is now so pure ? 

Yes, come it mast. iTor who, alaa ! has lived, 

Nor in the watches of the night recalled 

Words he has wished unsaid and deeds undone ? 

Yes, come it must. But if, as we may hope, 

He Jeams ere long to discipline his mind, 

And onward goes, humbly and cheerfully, 

Assisting them that faint, weak though he be. 

And in his trying hours trusting in Gfod — 

Pair as he is, he shall be fairer still ; 

Por what was Innocence will then be Virtue. 



0, IF the Selfish knew how much they lost, 
"What would they not endeavor, not endure. 
To imitate, as far as in them lay. 
Him who his wisdom and his power employs 
Li making otbers happy ! 



Hbxcb to the Altar and with her thou lov'st, 

"With her who longs to strew thy way with flowers ; 

Nor lose the blessed privilege to give 

Birth to a race immortal as yourselves. 

Which, trained by you, shall make a Heaven on earth 

And tread the path that leads from earth to Heaven. 
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FROM AN ITALIAN SONNET. 



WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 

If Day reveals such wonders by her light, 
What by her darkness cannot Night reveal ? 
For at her bidding, when she mounts her throne 
The heavens unfold, and from the depths of space 
Sun beyond sun, as when called forth they came, 
Each with the worlds that round him rolled rejoicing, 
Sun beyond sun in numbers numberless 
Shine with a radiance that is all their 04Tn ! 



FROM AN ITALIAN SONNET. 

I SAID to Time, " This venerable pile. 
Its floor the earth, its roof the firmament, 
Whose wa3 it once 1" He answered not, but fled 
Fast as before, I turned to Fame, and asked. 
" Names such as his, to thee they must be known. 
Speak ! " But she ajiswered only with a sigh. 
And, musing mournfully, looked on the ground. 
Then to Oblivion I addressed myself, 
A dismal phantom, sitting at the gate ; 
And, with a voice as from the grave, he cried, 
" Whose it was once I care not ; now 't is mine." 
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WRITTEN IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 



WRITTEN IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY.ss 

Whoe'er thou art, approach, and, with a sigh, 
Mark Tvhere the email remains of Greatness lie.^ 
There sleeps the dust of Fox forever gone ; 
How near the place where late his glory shone ! 
And, though no more ascends the voice of prajer, 
Though the last footsteps cease to linger there, 
Still, like an awful dream that comes again, 
Alas ! at best, as transient and as vain, 
Still do I see (while through the vaults of night 
The funeral-song once more proclaims the rite) 
The moving pomp along the shadowy aiale, 
That, like a darkness, filled the solemn pile ; 
The illustrions line, that in long order led, 
Of those, that loved him living, mourned him dead 
Of those the few, that for their country stood 
Round liim who dared be singularly good ; 
All, of all ranks, that claimed him for their own ; 
And nothmg wanting — but himself alone ! ^^ 
0, say, of him now rests there but a name ; 
Wont, as he was, to breathe ethereal flame 1 
Friend of the absent, guardian of the dead ! 
Who but would here their sacred sorrows shed ? 
(Such as he shed on Nelson's closing grave ; 
How soon to claim the sympathy he gave!) 
In him, resentful of another's wrong, 
Tlie dumb were eloquent, the feeble strong. 
Truth from his lips a charm celestial drew — 
Ah ! who so mighty and so gentle too 1 
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OV WRITTEN AT DKOPMORE. 

What tliougli with war the niaddmg nationa rung, 
" Peace," when he spoke, was ever on hia tongue ! 
Amid the frowns of power, the tricks of state, 
Fearless, resolved, and negligently great ! 
In Yain malignant vapors gathered round ; 
He walked, ei-ect, on consecrated ground. 
The clouds, that rise to quench the orb of day, 
Reflect its splendor, and dissolve away ! 

When in retreat he laid his thunder by. 
For lettered case and calm philosophy, 
Blest were his hours within the silent grove, 
AVhere still his godlike spirit deigns to rove ; 
Blest by the orphan's smile, the widow's prayer, 
For many a deed, bog done in secret there. 
There shone his lamp on Homer's hallowed page. 
There, listening, gate the hero and the sage ; 
And they, by virtue and by blood allied, 
Whom most he loved, and in whose arms he died. 

Friend of all human-kind ! not here alone 
(The voice, that speaks, was not to thee unknown) 
Wilt thou be missed. — O'er every land and sea 
Long, long shall England be revered in thee ! 
And, when the storm is hushed — in distant years — 
Foes on thy grave shall meet, and mingle tears ! 



"WRITTEN AT DEOPMOEE, 

Geesvillb, to thee my gratitude is due 
For many an hour of studious musing here, 
For many a day-dream, such as hovered round 
Haiiz or Sadi ; through the golden East, 
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WRITTEN AT STaiTHPIELD SAYE. 

Search where we woald, no fairer bowers than thes 
Thiae own creation ; where, called forth by thee, 
" Flowera worthy of Paradise, with rich inlay, 
Broider the ground," and every mountain-pine 
Elsewhere unseen (hia birth-place in the clouds, 
His kindred sweeping with majestic march 
From cliff to cliff along the snowy ridgo 
Of Caucasus, or nearer yet the moon) 
Breathes heavenly music, — Yet much more I owe 
For what ao few, alas ' can hope to share, 
Thy converse , when, among thy books reclined. 
Or in thy garden-chan that wheels its course 
Slowly and sdently thiough sun and shade, 
Thou speak at, as ever thou art wont to do, 
In the calm temper of phdosophy ; 
— Still to delight, instruct, whate'er the theme. 



WRITTEN AT STRATHFIELD SAYE. 
These are the groves a grateful people gave 
For noblest service ; and, from age to age, 
May they, to such as come with listening ear, 
Relate the story ! Sacred ia their shade ; 
Sacred the calm they breathe — 0, how unlike 
AVhat in the field 't was his so long to know ! 
Where many a mournful, many an anxious thought,™ 
Troubling, perplexing, on his weary mind 
Preyed, ere to arms the morning-trumpet called ; 
Whore, till the work was done and darkness fell. 
Blood ran like water, and, go where thou wouldst, 
Death m thy pathway met thee, face to face. 
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i WBITTEN IN JULY, 1831. 

For on, regardlesa of himself, he went; 
And, by no change elated or depressed, 
Fought, till he won the JmperisiisiblB wreath. 
Leading the conquerors captive ; on he went, 
Bating nor heart nor hope, whoe'er opposed ; 
The greatest warriors, in their turn, appearing; 
The last that came, the greatest of them all — 
One scattering hosts as born but to subdue. 
And even in bondage withering hearts with fear. 

When such the service, what the recompense 1 
Yet, and I err not, a renown as fair. 
And &irer still, awaited him at home ; 
Where to the last, day aft«r day, he stood, 
The party-zeal, that round him raged, restraining ; 
— His not to rest, while his the strength to serve-*" 



WRITTEN IN JULY, 1834, 
Geey, thou hast served, and well, the sacred cause 
That Hampden, Sydney died for. Thou hast stood. 
Scorning all thought of self, from first to last. 
Among the foremost in that glorious field ; 
From first to last ; and, ardent as thou art. 
Held on with equal step as best became 
A lofty mind, loftiest when most assailed ; 
Kever, though galled by many a barbed shaft, 
By many a bitter taunt from friend and foe. 
Swerving or shrinking. Happy in thy youth, 
Thy youth the dawn of a long summer-day ; 
Bat in thy age still happier ; thine to earn 
The gratitude of millions yet unborn ; 
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WRITIEN IN 18S4. ! 

Thino to conduct, through ways how difficult, 
A mighty people in their march sublime 
From Grood to Better. Great thy recompense, 
"When in their eyea thou read'st what thou haat don 
And may'st thou long enjoy it ; niay'st thou long 
Preserve for them what they still claim aa theu-a, 
That generous fervor and pure eloquence, 
Thine from thy birth and Nature's noblest gifts, 
To guard what they havo gained ! 



WRITTEN IN 1S34. 

, Well, when her day is over, be it said 
That, though a speck on the terrestrial globe, 
Found with long search and in £t moment lost. 
She made herself a name — a name to live 
While science, eloquence, and song divine, 
And wisdom, in self-government displayed, 
And valor, such as only in the Free, 
Shall among men be honored. 

Every sea 
Waa covered with her sails ; in every port 
Her language spoken ; and, where'er you went, 
Exploring, to the east or to the west. 
Even to the rising or the setting day. 
Her arts and laws and institutes were there, 
Moving with silent and majestic march. 
Onward and onward, where no pathway was ; 
There her adventurous sons, like those of old. 
Founding vast empires" — empires in their turn 
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WRITTEN IN 1834, 



Destined to shine through many a distant age 
With sun-like splendor. 

Wondrous was her wealth, 
The world itself her willing tributary ; 
Yet, to accomplish what her soul desired, 
All was as nothing ; and the mightiest kings. 
Each in his hour of strife exhausted, fallen, 
Drew strength from her, theu- coffers from her own 
Filled to o'erflowing. When her fleets of war 
Had swept the main, — had swept it and were gone. 
Gone from the eyes and fi-om the minds of men, 
Their dreadful errand so entirely done, — 
Up rose her armies ; on the land they stood, 
Fearless, erect ; and in an instant emote 
Him with bis legions.*' 

Yet ere long 't iras hers, 
Great as her triumphs, to eclipse them all, 
To do what none had done, none had conceived, 
An act how glorious, making joy in Heaven ; 
When, such her prodigality, condemned 
To toil and toil, alas ! bow hopelessly. 
Herself in honds, for ages unredeemed — 
As witli a godlike energy she sprunc. 
All else forgot, and, burdened as she was, 
Eansomed the African.*^ 
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la Tho EBcrifioe of Iphigenla. 



;* Tte fanersi rile of the Hindoos. 

M TbeFiUs nfOiB nartberaniYthiitogy. — Sfe Mal/et' 



m According lo an mdaA prma% it waa lege flifficull in Egypt to find a god tl 
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(191 After a tragedy, performed for her beueht 
pril 37, 1795. 


« Uic Ttieaf . 


m Badioe in Tartars leinilU-ffrir. 




(^" AUuding t^ sorae .ersea ivhLoh she lad wrili 


leuonaneiae: 



Ho,-.db, Google 



256 

C2) In the I 



CS) In the gHnlcnaof the YaJiean, where itffaa placed by Julius H., it Toa Loi^[ (bg 
feTorlW study ot Uiijse gTKit men to whomweoneUiereviralof thearla, MichieL ingelo, 

U8> Id tlie trellth ceutorr WllUaiD rui-Dun 

He via the last of the race ; hia aim, CDCruoodly called the Boy of f^remeod, djing 
before him in Uie maurLer bere related % when a Prlery was tetaored from Embaay to 
Bolton, that it mlBht be as near ns pc^lble to tlie place vherc the ai^dent happened. 
That i^ace la still known by the name of the Strid ; and the moUier'a answer, as given in 
the first stanza, is lo this flay often repeated inWhadedale, — See imialcer'a Hiit. of 
Cruucn. 






A statne was afterwards placed by her fntber as & memotEa 



011 At Wohurn ibbey. 






m n TiCJl onfln ne manque dans I01 
Bossuel. OraisonfunibTedeLonia 
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NOTES. 
CS) How ab-ange, said he lo me, are the impreasi 



ise, No. 4, la Carlton Oinle 



may I come f — " (kone od Suoda; at 
member fl7e-" — Aod Ihrcmgh the even- 



F near, It slmek mc aa I was leaving Lmd Hotl 
a^sagemait, 80 liule had I thmiBhtot it, aod I 
~ ere the Duke of Wellington's I 



"They want me to pJace myself at Ibebeadof a lii«ioii,bt 



re jet In the wooda. ^ 



iliij, " It was a battle of gianQ 1 a battle of slants 1 " 

22» 
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ITALY. 
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I Uiia poem the author hoa endeavored to describe iia journey through 
aBtifu! country ; and it may not perhaps ho uninteresting to thcise who 

iliar with the erents and the people that have rendered Italy so illns- 
18 ; for, wherever he came, ho could not but remember ; nor is he eon- 
is of having slept over any (jruund that hna heen " dignified hy wiadora. 
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ITALY. 



THE LAKE OF GENEVA. 

Day glimmered in the east, and the white Moon 
Hung like a vapor in the cloudless skj, 
Yet visible, when on my way I went, 
Glad to bo gone ; a pilgrim from the North, 
Now more and more attracted as I drew 
Nearer and nearer. Ere the artisan 
Had from his window leant, drowsy, half-clad, 
To snuff the mom, or the caged lark poured forth, 
From his green sod upapringing as to heaven 
(Hia tuneful bill o'erflowing with a song 
Old in the days of Homeb, and his wings 
With transport quivering), on my way I went, 
Thy gates, Geneva, swinging heavily, 
Thy gates so slow to open, swift to shut ; 
As on that Sabbath-eve when ho arrived ^ 
Whose name is now thy glory, now by thee 
Such virtue dwells in those small syllables, ' 
Inscribed to consecraf« the narrow street. 
His birth-place,— when, but one short step too late, 
In his despair, as though the die were cast. 
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He 9ung him down to weep, and wept till dawn ; 
Then rose to go, a wanderer through the world. 

'T ia not a tale that every Lour brings with it.^ 
Yet at a city-gate, from time to time, 
Much may be learnt; nor, London, least at thine, 
Thy hive the busiest, greatest of them all, 
Gathering, enlarging still. Let us stand by, 
And note who passes. Here comes one, a youth, 
Glowing with pride, the pride of conscious power, 
A Chatterton — in thought admired, caressed, 
And crowned like Petrarch in the Capitol ; 
Ere long to die, to fall by his own hand, 
And fester with the rilest. Here come two. 
Less feverish, less exalted — soon to part, 
■ A Garrick and a Johnson ; Wealth and Fame 
Awaiting one, even at the gato ; Neglect 
And Want tlie other. But what multitudes, 
Urged by the love of change, and, like myself. 
Adventurous, careless of to-morrow's fiire. 
Press on — though but a rill entering the sea. 
Entering and lost ! Our task would never end. 

Day glimmered and I went, a gentle breeze 
Euffling the Leman Lake. Wa^e after wave. 
If such they might be called, dashed as in aport. 
Not anger, with the pebbles on the beach 
Making wild music, and far westward caught 
The sunbeam — where, alone and as entranced, 
Counting the hours, the fisher in his skiff 
Lay with his cii-cular and dotted line 
On the bright waters. When the heart of man 
Is light with hope, all things are sure to please ; 
And soon a passage-boat swept gayly by. 
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THE LAKE OP GENEVA. 26 

Laden with pcasant-girls and fruJta and flowers, 

And many a chanticleer and partlet caged 

For Vevby's market-pla«e — a motley group 

Seen through the ailvery haze. But soon 't was gone. 

The shiftmg sail flapped idly to and fro, 

Then bore them off. I am not one of those 

So dead to all things in this visible world, 

So wondrously profound, as to move on 

In the sweet light of heaven, like him of old ^ 

(His name is justly in the Calendar) 

Who through the day pursued this pleasant path 

That winds beside tlie mirror of all beauty,* 

And, when at eve his fellow-pilgrims sate, 

Discoursing of the lake, asked where it was. 

They marvelled, as they might ; and so must all, 

Seeing wliat now I saw : for now 't was day, 

And the bright sun was in the firmament, 

A thousand shadows of a thousand hues 

Checkering the clear expanse. A while his orb 

Hung o'er thy trackless fields of snow, Mont Blasc, 

Thy Seas of ice ind ice built promontories, 

Thit chtnge their shipes forever as in sport ; 

Then tn^elled onwird and went down hehind 

The pmc clad 1 eights of Jura, lighting up 

The woodman s ca'^emet t and perchance his axe 

B me homtwaid thiou^h the forest in his hand- 

And on the edge of some o'erhanging cliff, 

That dungeon foitiess" never to be named," 

Wheie like a lion taken in the toils, 

Toussamt breithed out 1 a hrave and generous spirit 

Little dil he who sent h m there to die, 

Thjk when h ^a\i, il word, th;it he himself. 
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Great as he was, the greatest among men, 
Should in like manner be so soon conveyed 
Athwart the deep,— and to a rock so small 
Amid the countless multitude of waves, 
That ships have gone and sought it, and returned. 
Saying it was not ! 



MEILLERIE. 

These gray majestic clifls that tower to heaven, 

These glimmering glades and open chestnut groves, 

That echo to the heifer's wandering bell. 

Or woodman's axe, or 8t«ers-man's song beneath, 

As on he urges his fir-laden hark, 

Or shout of goatherd boy above them all. 

Who loves not? And who blesses not the light, 

When through some loop-hole he surveys the lake 

Blue as a sapphire-stone, and richly set 

With chateaux, villages, and village-spires, 

Orchards and vineyards, alps and alpine snows 1 

Here would I dweU ; nor \Tsit, but in thought, 

Febney far south, silent and empty now 

As now thy once luxurious bowers, Ripaillb ;' 

Vbvet, so long an exiled patriot's'* home; 

Or Ciiillon's dungeon-floors beneath the wave. 

Channelled and worn by pacing to and fro ; 

Lausanne, where GiUBOS in his sheltered walk 

Nightly called up the shade of ancient Bomb;^ 

Or COPPET, and that dark untrodden grove '" 

Sacred to Virtue, and a daughter's tears ! 

Here would I dwell, forgetting and forgot ; 
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And oft metluiiks (of such strange potency 
The spells that Gfenius scatters where he will) 
Oft should I wander forth like one in search, 
And say, half-dreaming, "Here St. Peeux has stood ! ' 
Then turn and gaze on Clarens. 

Yet there ia, 
Within an eagle's flight and less, a scene 
Still nohler if not fairer (onco again 



Would I behold it ere tl 



e eyes a 



For I can say, " I also have been there ! ") 

That sacred lake " withdrawn among the hills. 

Its depth of waters flanked as with a wall 

Built hy the giant-race before the flood ; 

Where not a cross or chapel but inspires 

Holy delight, lifting our thoughts to God 

From godlike men,— men in a barbarous age 

That dared assert their birthright, and displayed 

Deeds half-divine, returning good for ill ; 

That in the desert sowed the seeds of life. 

Framing a band of small republics there, 

Which still exist, the envy of the world ! 

Who would not land in each, and tread the ground ; 

Land where Tell leaped ashore ; and climb to drink 

Of the three hallowed fountains ? Ho that does 

Comes back the better ; and relates at homo 

That he was met and greeted by a race 

Such as he read of in his boyish days ; 

Such as MiLTiADES at Marathon 

Led, when he chased the Persians to their ships. 

There, while the well-known boat ia heaving in. 
Piled with rude merchandise, or launching forth, 
Thronged with wild cattle for Italian (airs, 
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There in the son^hine, mid their native snows, 
Children, let loose fiom schfx)l, contend to use 
The croas-bow of their lathers , and o'errun 
The rocky field whoie ail, m every age, 
Asaembling sit, Lte one gieat family, 
Forming alliances, enacting laws ; 
Each cliff and head-land and green promontory 
Graven to their eyes with records of the past 
That prompt to hero-worship, and excite 
Even in the least, the lowliest, as he toils, 
A reverence nowhere else or felt or feigned ; 
Their chronicler great Nature ; and the volume 
Vast as her works — above, below, around ! 
The fisher on thy beach, TnERMOPYLJE, 
Asks of the lettered stranger why he came, 
Eirst from his lips to learn the glorious truth ! 
And who that whets his scythe in Euskemede, 
Though but for them a slave, recalls to mind 
The barons in array, with their great charter ? 
Among the everlasting Alps alone, 
There to burn on as in a sanctuary. 
Bright and unsullied lives the ethereal flame ; 
And 'mid those scenes unchanged, unchangeable, 
Why should it ever die ? 



ST. MAURICE. 

Still by the Leman Lake, for many a mile. 
Among those venerable trees I went. 
Where damsels sit and weave their fishing-nets, 
Singing some national song by the wayside. 
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THE GItEAT ST. HERNARD. 26 

But now the fly >yas gone, tlie gnat wag come ; 

Now glimmering lights from cottage-windows broke. 

'T waa dusk ; and, journejing upward bj the Rhone, 

That there cftme down, a torrent from the Alpa, 

I ent«red where a key unlocks a kingdom ; 

The road and river, as they wind along, 

Filling the mountain pass. There, till a ray 

Glanced through my lattice, and the household-atir 

Warned ms to rise, to rise and to depart, 

A stir unusual, and aceompajiied 

With many a tuning of rude instruments, 

And many a laugh tliat argued coming pleasure, 

Mine host's fair daughter for the nuptial rite 

And nuptial feast attiring — there I slept. 

And in my dreams wandered once more, well pleased. 

But now a charm was on the rocks and woods 

And waters ; for, methought, I was with those 

I had at mom and even wished for there. 



THE GREAT ST. BERNARD. 

NiGUT was again descending, when my mule, 
That all day long had climbed among the clouds, 
Higher and higher still, as by a stair 
Let down from heaven itself, ti'ansporting me, 
Stopped, to the joy of both, at that low door. 
That door which ever, as self-opened, moves 
To them that knock, and nightly sends abroad 
Ministering spirits. Lying on the watch. 
Two dogs of grave demeanor welcomed me, 
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All meekness, gentleness, though large of limb ; 

And a lay-brother of the hospital, 

"Who, aa we toiled below, had heard by fits 

The distant echoes gaining on his ear. 

Came and held fast my stirrup in his hand 

While I alighted. Long eould I havo stood, 

With a religious awe contemplating 

That house, the highest in the ancient world, 

And destined to perform from age to age 

The noblest service, welcoming as guesta 

All of all nations and of every faith ; 

A t«mple, sacred to Humanity ! '^ 

It was a pile of simplest masonry. 

With narrow window and vast buttresses, 

Built to endure the shocks of time and chance ; 

Yet showing many a rent, as well it might. 

Warred on forever by the elements, 

And in an evil day, nor long ago. 

By Yiolent men — when on the mountain-top 

The French and Austrian banners met in conflict. 

On the same rock beside it stood the church, 
Efift of its cross, not of its sanctity ; 
The veaper-bcll, for 't was the vesper hour. 
Duly proclaiming through the wilderness, 
"All ye who hear, whatever be your work, 
Stop for an instant — move your lips in prayer ! " 
And, just beneath it, in that dreary dale, — 
If dale it might be called, so near to heaven,— 
A little lake, where never fish leaped up, 
Lay like a spot of ink amid the snow ; 
A star, the only one in that small sky, 
On its dead surface glimmering. 'T was a place 
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.— g nothing I had left behind, 
As if all worldly tiea were now dissolved ; — 
And, to incline the mind still more to thought, 
To thought and sadness, on the eastern shore 
Under a beetling cliff stood half hi gloom 
A lonely chapel destined for the dead, 
For such as, having wandered from their way, 
Had perished miserably. Side by side, 
Within they lie, a mournful company, 
All in their shrouds, no earth to cover them ■ 
Their features full of life, yet motionless 
In the broad day, nor soon to suffer change. 
Though the barred windows, han-ed againlt the wolf, 
Are always open ! — But the North blew cold ; 
And, bidden to a spare but cheerful meal, 
I sate among the holy brotherhood 
At their long board. The fare indeed was such 
As is prescribed on days of abstinence. 
But might have pleased a nicer taato than mine ■ 
And through the Soor came up, an ancient crone 
Serving unseen below ; while from the roof 
(The roof, the floor, the walls, of native fir) 
A lamp hung flickering, such as loves to flmg 
Its partial light on apostolic heads. 
And sheds a grace on all Theii-s Time as yet 
Had changed not. Some were almost in the prime ■ 
Nor was a brow o'crcast. Seen as they sate, 
Ranged round their ample hearth-stone in an hour 
Of rest, they were as gay, as free from guile, 
As children ; answering, and at once, to all 
The gentler impulses, to pleasure, mirth ; 
Mingling, at intervals, with rational tallc 
23* 
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Muaic ; and gathering news from them that came, 
Aa of some other world. But when the storm 
Eose, and the anow rolled on in ocean-waves, 
When on his face the experienced traveller fell, 
Sheltering his lips and nostrils with his hands, 
Then all was changed ; and, sallying with their pack 
Into that blank of nature, they became 
Unearthly heings. " Anaelm, higher up. 
Just where it drifts, a dog howls loud and long, 
And now, as guided hy a voice from Heaven, 
Digs with his feet. That noble vehemence. 
Whose can it be, but hia who never erred 1 ^ 
A man lies underneath ! Let us to work ! — 
But who descends Mont Velan 1 'T is La Croix. 
Away, away ! if not, alas ! too late. 
Homeward he drags an old man and a hoy, 
Faltering and falling, and but half awaked. 
Asking to sleep again." Such their discourse. 

Oft has a venerable roof received me ; 
St. Bruso's once'*^where, when the winds were hushed, 
Nor from the cataract the voice came up. 
You might have heard the mole work underground. 
So great the stillness there ; none seen throughout, 
Savo when from rock to rock a hermit crossed 
By some rude bridge — or one at midnight tolled 
To matins, and white habits, issuing forth, 
Glided along those aisles interminable,^' 
All, all observant of the saered law 
Of Silence, Nor is that sequestered spot. 
Once called " Sweet Waters," now " The Shady Vale," " 
To me unknown ; that house so rich of old, 
So courteous,^' and, by two that passed that way,'* 
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TUE DESCENT. 



Amply requited with immortal verse, 

The poet's payment. — But, among them all, 

Noae can with tliis compare, the dangerous seat 

Of generous, active Virtue. What though Frost 

Eeign everlastingly, and ice and enow 

Thaw not, but gather — there is that within. 

Which, where it comea, makes Summer ; and, in thought, 

Oft am I sitting on the bench beneath 

Their garden-plot, where all that vegetates 

Is but some scanty lettuce, to observe 

Th(BC from the south ascending, every step 

As though it were their last, — and instantly 

Keatored, renewed, advancing as with songs, 

Soon as they see, turning a lofty erag, 

That plain, that modest structure, promising 

Bread to the hungry, to the weary rest. 



THE DESCENT. 
Mt mule refreshed — and, let the truth be told, 
He was nor dull nor contradictory," 
But patient, diligent, and sure of foot. 
Shunning the loose stone on the precipice. 
Snorting suspicion while with sight, smell, touch. 
Trying, detecting, where the surfece smiled ; 
And with deliberate coarage sliding down, 
Where in his sledge the Laplander had turned 
With looks aghast — my mule refreshed, his bells 
Jingled once more, the signal to depart, 
And we set out in the gray light of dawn. 
Descending rapidly — by waterfalls 
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Fast-frozen, and among huge blocka of ice 

That in their long career had stopped mid-way. 

At length, unchcclicd, unbidden, he stood still ; 

And all his bells were muffled. Then my guide, 

Lowering his voice, addressed me : " Through this gap 

Oq and say nothing — lest a word, a breath 

Bring down a winter's snow — enough to whelm 

The armed files that, night and day, were seen 

Winding from cliff to cliff in loose array 

To conquer at Mahenco. Though long since. 

Well I remember how I met them here, 

As the sun sot far down, purpling the west ; 

And how Napoleon, he himself, no h 

Wrapt in his cloak, — I could not be d 

B«ined in his horse, and asked me, as I passed. 

How far 'twas to St. Remi. Where the rock 

Juts forward, and the road, crumbling away, 

Narrows almost to nothing at the base, 

'T was there ; and down along the brink he led 

To Tictory ! — Desaix,* who turned the scale, 

Leaving his life-blood in that famous field 

(When the clouds break, we may discern the spot 

In the blue haze), sleeps, as you saw at dawn. 

Just where we entered, in the Hospital-ehurch." 

So saying, for a while he held his peace, 

Awe-struck beneath that dreadful canopy ; 

But soon, the danger passed, launched forth again. 
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JoRASSB was in his three-and-tweatieth year ; 

Graceful and activo as a stag just roused ; 

Gientle withal, and pleasant in his speech, 

Yet seldom seen to smile. lie had grown up 

Among the hunters of the Higher Alps ; 

Had caught their starts and fits of though tfalness, 

Their haggard looks, and strange soliloquies. 

Arising (so say they that dwell below) 

From frequent dealings with the Mountain-Spirits. 

But other ways had taught him tetter things ; 

And now he numbered, marching by my side, 

The great, the learned, that with him had crossed 

The frozen tract — with him fiimiliarly 

Through the rough day and rougher night conversed 

In many a chalet round the Peak of Terror,^ 

Round Tacul, Tour, Well-horn, and Rosenhiu, 

And her whose throne is inaccessible,^ 

Who sits, withdrawn in virgin majesty. 

Nor oft unveils. Anon an Avalanche 

Rolled its long thunder ; and a sudden crash, 

Sharp and metallic, to the startled ear 

Told that far-dovni a continent of ice 

Had burst in twain. But he had now begun ; 

And with what transport he recalled the hour 

When, to deserve, to win his blooming bride, 

Madelaine of Annecy, to his feet he bound 

The iron crampons, and, ascending, trod 

The upper realms of frost ; then, by a cord 

Let half-way down, entered a grot star-bright. 

And gathered irom above, below, around,^ 
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The pointed crystals ! — Once, nor long before" 
(Thus did hia tongue run on, fiist as his feet, 
And with an eloquence that Nature gives 
To all her children — breaking off by starts 
Into the harsh'and rude, oft as the mule 
Drew his displeasure), once, nor long before, 
Alone at day-break on the Mett«nberg 
He slipped and fell ; and, through a fearful cleft 
Gliding insensibly from ledge to ledge, 
From deep to deeper and to deeper still, 
Went to the Under-world ! Long while he lay 
Upon his nigged bed — then waked like one 
Wishing to sleep again and sleep forever ! 
For, looking round, he saw, or thought he saw. 
Innumerable branches of a cave, 
Winding beneath that solid crust of ice ; 
With here and there a rent that showed the stars ! 
What then, alas ! was left hun but to die? 
What else in those immeasurable chambers, 
Strewn with the bones of miserable men, 
Lost like himself? Yet must he wander on. 
Till cold and hunger set his spirit free ! 
And, rising, he began his dreary round ; 
When hark ! the noise as of some mighty flood 
Working its way to light ! Back he withdrew, 
But soon returned, and, fearless from despair, 
Dashed down the dismal channel ; and all day 
If day could be where utter darkness was, 
Travelled incessantly ; the craggy roof 
Just overhead, and the impetuous waves, 
Nor broad nor deep, yet with a giant's strength, 
Lashing him on. At last as in a pool 
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The water slept ; a pool sullen, profound, 
Where, if a billow chanced to heave and swell, 
It broke not ; and the roof, descending, lay- 
Flat on the surface. Statue-like he stood, 
His journey ended ; when a ray divine 
Shot through his sou]. Breathing a prayer to Her 
Whose ears are never shut, the Blessed Virgin, 
He plunged and swam — and in an instant rose. 
The barrier passed, in sunshine ! Through a vale, 
Such as in Arcady, where many a thatch 
Gleams through the trees, half seen and half embowered, 
Glittering the river ran ; and on the bank 
The young were dancing ('t was a festival-day) 
All in their best attire. There first he saw 
Hia Madelaine. In the ci-owd she stood to hear. 
When all drew round, inquiring ; and her face, 
Seen behind all and varying, as he spoke, 
With hope and fear and generous sympathy, 
Subdued him. From that very hour ho loved. 

The talc was long, hut coming to a close, 
When his wild eyes flashed fire ; and, all forgot, 
He listened and looked up. I looked up too ; 
And twice there came a hiss that through me thrilled ! 
'T waa heard no more. A chamois on the cliff 
Had roused his fellows with that cry of fear. 
And all were gone. But now the theme was changed ; 
And he recounted his hair-breadth escapes, 
When with his fi-iend, Hubert of Bionnay 
(His ancient carbine from his shoulder slung. 
His axe to hew a stair-way in the ice), 
He tracked their wanderings. By a cloud su 
Where the next step- had plunged tbcm into a 
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Long had they stood, locked in eii«h other's arms, 

Amid the gulfs that yawned to swallow them ; 

Each guarding each through many a freezing hour. 

As on some temple's highest pinnacle, 

From treacherous slumber. 0, it was a sport 

Dearer than life, and hut with life relinquished I 

"My sire, my grandsire died among these wilds. 

As for myself," ho cried, and he held foi-th 

His wallet in his hand, " this do I call 

My winding-sheet — for I shall have no other ! ' ' 

And he spoke truth. Within a little month 
He lay among these awful solitudes 
("X was on a glacier — half-way up to heaven). 
Taking his final rest. Long did his wife. 
Suckling her habe, her only one, look out 
The way he went at parting, — but he came not: 
Long fear to close her eyes, from dusk till dawn 
Plying her distaff through the silent hours, 
Lest he appear before her — lest in sleep, 
If sleep steal on, he come as all are wont. 
Frozen and ghastly blue or hla«k with gore, 
To plead for the last rite. 



MARGUEEITE DE TOURS. 
Now the gray granite, starting through the snow, 
Discovered many a variegated moss^ 
That to the pilgrim resting on his staff 
Shadows out capes and islands ; and ere long 
Numberless flowers, such as disdain to live 
In lower regions, and delighted ilrink 
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The clouds before thoy MI, Sowers of all hues, 
With their diminutive leaves covered the ground. 
There, turning by a venerable larch, 
Shivered in two yet most majestical 
With his long level branches, we observed 
A human figure sitting on a stone 
Far down by the way-side — just where the rock 
Is riven asunder, and the Evil One 
Has bridged the gulf, a wondrous monument'^* 
Built in one night, from which the flood beneath, 
Raging along, all foam, is seen, not heard. 
And seen as motionless ! — Nearer we drew ; 
And, lo ! a woman young and delicate, 
Wrapt in a russet cloak from head to foot, 
Her eyes cast down, her cheek upon her hand. 
In deepest thought. Over her tresses fair, 
Young as she was, she wore the matron-cap : 
And, as we judged, not many moons would change 
Ere she became a mother. Pale she looked, 
Yet cheerful ; though, methought, once, if not twice, 
She wiped away a tear that would be coming ; 
And in those moments her small hat of sti'aw. 
Worn on one side, and glittering with a band 
Of silk and gold, but ill concealed a-faee 
Not soon to be forgotten. Rising up 
On our approach, she travelled slowly on ; 
And my companion, long before we met, 
Knew, and ran down to greet her. She was bom 
(Such was her artless tale, told with fresh tears) 
In Val d'Aosta ; and an Alpine stream, 
Leaping from crag to crag in its short course 
To join the DOKA, turned her father's mill. 
24 
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There did she blossom, till a Valaisan, 
A townsman of Martigky, won her heart, 
Much to the old man's grief. Long he refused, 
Loth to be left; disconsolate at the thought. 
She was his only one, his link to life ; 
And in despair — year after year gone by — 
One summer-morn they stole a match and fled. 
The act was sudden ; and, when far away, 
Her spirit had misgivings. Then, full oft, 
She pictured to herself that aged face 
Sickly and wan, in sorrow, not in ivrath ; 
And, when at last she heard his hour was near. 
Went forth unseen, and, burdened as she was, 
Crossed the high Alps on foot to ask forgiveness. 
And hold him to her heart before he died. 
Her task was done. She had fulfilled her wish. 
And now was on her way, rejoicing, weeping. 
A fi-ame like hers had suffered ; but her love 
Was strong within her ; and right on she went. 
Fearing no ill. May all good angels guard her ! 
And should I once again, as once I may, 
Visit Martigny, I will not forget 
Thy hospitable roof, Makgtiekite db Tours ; 
Thy sign the silver swan. Heaven prosper thee ! 



THR BROTHERS. 



Is the same hour the breath of life receiving. 
They came together and were beautiful ; 
But, as they slumbered in their mother's lap, 
How mournful was their beauty ! She wouid sit, 
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And look anc] weep, and look and weep again ; 
For Nature had but half her work achieved, 
Denying, like a step-dame, to the habes 
Her noblest gifts ; denying speech to one, 
And to the other — reason. 

But at length 
(Seven years gone by, seven melancholy years) 
Another came, as fair and fairer still ; 
And then, how anxiously the mother watched 
Till reason dawned and speech declared itself! 
Reason and speech were his ; and down she knelt, 
Clasping her hands in silent ecstasy. 

On the liill-side, whei-e stifl their cottage stands 
('T is near the upper falls in Lauterbrounn ; 
For there I sheltered now, their frugal hearth 
Blazing with mountain-pine when I appeared, 
And there, as round they sate, I heard their story), 
On the hill-side, among the cataracts. 
In happy ignorance the children played ; 
Alike unconscious, through their cloudless day, 
Of what they had and had not ; everywhere 
Gathering rock-flowers ; or, with their utmost might, 
Loosening the fragment from the precipice. 
And, as it tumbled, listening for the plunge ; 
Yet, as by instinct, at the customed hour 
Returning ; the two eldest, step by step. 
Lifting along, and with the tenderest care. 
Their infant brother. 

Once the hour was past ; 
And, when she sought, she sought and could not find ; 
And when she found — where was the little one 1 
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Alas ! they answered Bot ; yet still she asked, 
Still in Iier grief forgetting. 

With a scream, 
Such aa an eagle sends forth when ho soars, 
A scream that through the wild scatters dismay, 
The idiot-boy looked up into the sky, 
And leaped and laughed aloud and leaped again ; 
As if he wished to follow in its flight 
Something just gone, and gone from earth to heaven : 
While he, whose every gesture, every look. 
Went to the heart, for from the heart it came,^ 
He who nor spoko nor heard — all things to him, 
Day after day, as silent as the grave 
(To him unknon-n the melody of birds, 
Of waters — and the voice that should have soothed 
His infant sorrows, singing him to sleep), 
Fled to her mantle as for refuge there, 
And, as at once o'eroome with fear and grief, 
Covered hia head and wept. A dreadful thought 
Flashed through her brain. ' ' Has not some bird of prey, 
Thirsting to dip his beak in innocent blood — 
It must, it must be so ! " — And so it was. 

There was an eagle that had long aequiretl 
Absolute sway, the lord of a domain 
Savage, sublime ; nor from the hills alone 
Gathering large tribute, but from every vale ; 
Making the ewe, whene'er he deigned to stoop, 
Bleat for the lamb. Great was the rceompense 
Assured to him who kid the tyrant low ; 
And near his nest in that eventful hour. 
Calmly and patiently, a hunter stood, 
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A hunter, as it chanced, of old renoivn, 
And, aa it chanced, their fiither. 

In the South 
A speck appeared, enlarging ; and ere long. 
As on his journey to the golden sun, 
Upward he came, the felon in his flight, 
Ascending through the congregated clouds, 
That, like a dark and troubled sea, obscured 
The world beneath. " But what is in hia grasp ? 
Ha ! 't is a child — and may it not be ours 1 
I dare not, cannot ; and yet why forbear. 
When, if it lives, a cruel death awaits if? — 
May He who winged the shaft when Tell stood forth 
And shot the apple from the youngling's head,^ 
Grant me the strength, the courage ! " As he spoke, 
He aimed, he fired ; and at hia feet they fell. 
The eagle and the child — the child unhurt — 
Though, such the grasp, not even in death relinquished.^ 



THE ALPS. 
Who first beholds those everlasting clouds, 
Seed-time and harvest, morning, noon and night. 
Still where they were, steadfiist, immovable, — 
Those mighty hills, so shadowy, so sublime. 
As rather to belong to heaven than earth, — 
But instantly receives into his soul 
A sense, a feeling that he loses not, 
A something that informs him 'tia an hour 
Whence he may date henceforward and forever ? 
To me they seemed the barriers of a world, 
24* 
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Saying, Thios far, no fnrtlier ! and as o'er 
The level plain I travelled silently, 
Nearing them more and more, day after day, 
My wandering thoughts my only company. 
And they before me still — oft as I looked, 
A strange delight was mine, mingled with fear, 
A wonder as at things I had not heard of! 
And still and still I felt as if I gaaed 
For the first time ! Great was the tumult there. 
Deafening the din when in barbaric pomp 
The Carthaginian on his march to Rome 
Entered their fastnesses. Trampling the snows, 
The war-horse reared ; and the towered elephant 
Upturned his trunk into the murky sky, 
Then tumbled headlong, swallowed up and lost. 
He and his rider. 

Now the scene is changed ; 
And o'er the Simplon, o'er the Splugen, wmds 
A path of pleasure. Like a silver zone 
Flung about carelessly, it shines afar. 
Catching the eye in many a broken link, 
In many a turn and traverse as it glides ; 
And oft above and oft below appears. 
Seen o'er the wall by him who journeys np, 
As if it were another, through the wild 
Loading along he knows not whence or whither. 
Yet through its fairy couree, go where it will, 
The torrent stops it not, the rugged rock 
Opens and lets it in ; and on it runs. 
Winning its easy way from clime to clime 
Through glens locked up before.— Not such my path ! 
The very path for them that dare defy 
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Danger, nor shrink, wear he what shape he will; 
'Ihat o'or the caldron, wheii the flood boils up, 
Hang as in air, gazing and shuddering on 
Till fascination comes and the brain turns ! " 
The very path for them, that list, to choose 
Where host to plant a monumental cross. 
And live in story like EmpbdocleS; 
A track for heroes, such as he who came. 
Ere long, to win, to wear the iron crown ; 
And (if aright I judge from what I felt 
Over the Drance, just where the Abbot fell, 
Rolled downward in an after-dinner's sleep) ^^ 
The same as Hannibal's. But now 't is passed, 
That turbulent chaos ; and the promised land 
Lies at my feet in all its loveliness ! 
To him who starts up from a terrible dream, 
And, lo ! the sua is shining, and the lark 
iSinging aloud for joy — to him is not 
Such sudden ravishment as now I feel 
At the first glimpses of fiiir Italy. 



COMO. 
I LOVE to sail along the Larian Lako*'^ 
Under the shore — though not, where'er he dwelt, ^ 
To visit Pliny ; not, in loose attire, 
When from the bath or from the tennis-court. 
To catch him musing in his plane-tree walk. 
Or angling from his window i'* and, in truth, 
Could I recall the ages past and play 
The fool with Time, I should perhaps reserve 
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My leisure for Catullus on his iake,^ 
Though to fare worse, or Virgil at his ferm 
A little further on the way to Mastija. 
But such things cannot be. So I sit still, 
And let the boatman shift his little sail, 
His sail so forketl and so swallow -like, 
Well-pleased with all that comes. 'Ihe morning-air 
Plays on my cheek how gently, flinging round 
A silvery gleam ! and now the purple mista 
Bise like a curtain ; now the sun looks out, 
Filling, o'erflowing with his glorious light 
Q!his noble amphitheatre of hills ; 
And now appear as on a phoaphor-sea 
Numberless baiks, from Milan, from Pa via ; 
Some sailing up, some down, and some at rest, 
Lading, unlading at that small port-town 
Under the promontory — its tall tower 
And long Sat roofs, just such as Caspar drew. 
Caught by a sunbeam slanting through a, cloud ; 
A (juay-like scene, glittering and full of life, 
And doubled by reflection. 

What delight. 
After so long a sojourn in the wild. 
To hear once more the peasant at his work ! 
— But in a clime like this where is he not ? 
Along the shores, among the hilla, 'tis now 
The hey-day of the vintage ; all abroad, 
But most the young and of the gentler sex, 
Busy in gathering ; all among the vines, 
Sorae on the ladder and some underneath, 
FilUng their baskets of green wicker-work, 
While many a canzonet and frolic Liugh 



Hcssdb, Google 



Come througli tlie leaves j the vines in light 

From tree to tree, tho trees in avenues, 

And every avenue a covered wall; 

Hung with black clusters. 'Tia enough to mate 

The sad maa merry, the benevolent one 

Melt into tears — so general is the joy ! 

While up and down the cliffs, over the lake, 

Wains oxemirawn and panniered mules are seen, 

Laden with grapes and dropping rosy wine. 

Here I received from thee, Basilico, 

One of those courtesies so sweet so ' 

When, as I rambled throu h 1 y yd und 

On the hill-side, thy little 

Charged with a bunch aim 

To press it on the strange M 

O'erflow, and he, thy will 

Live to become a giver ; an 1 

When thou art full of ho 

The staff of thine old age 

I 
Such things, however tri\ al 
And through the heart th h d 
The narrow notions that gr 
And in their place graftin 
At least I found it so, nor 1 
When, bidden as a lonely ra II 
('Twaa by a little boat th ini m 1 
With oar and sail, as hom w rd b II 
The bay of Tramezzinb) h dily 
I turned my prow and foil w 1 lull 
Where steps of purest mail 1 1 
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Where, through tho trellises and corridors, 
Soft music came as from Akmida's palace, 
Breathing cnchaQtmeiit o'er the woods and water) 
And through a bright pavilion, bright as day, 
Forma such as hers were flitting, lost among 
Such as of old in sober pomp swept by. 
Such as adorn the.triumphs and the feasts 
By Paolo*' painted ; where a feiry-queeo, 
That night her birth-night, from her throne recei 
(Young as she was, no floweret in her crown. 
Hyacinth or rose, so fair and fresh as she) 
Our willing vows, and by the fountain-side 
Led in the dance, disporting as she pleaaed. 
Under a starry sky — while I looted on. 
As in a gkde of Cashmere or Shibaz, 
Eeclining, quenching my sherbet in snow. 
And reading in the eyes that sparkled round 
The thousand love-adventures written there. 

Can I forget — no, never, such a scene. 
So full of witchery. Night lingered still. 
When with a dying breeze I left BfiLLAGcro ; 
But the strain followed me ; and still I saw 
Thy smile, Axgblica ; and still I heard 
Thy voice — once and again bidding adieu. 



The song was one that I had hoard before. 
But where I knew not. It inclined to sadness ; 
And, turning round from the delicious fare 
My landlord's little daughter Barbara 
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BBBOAMO. 287 

Had from her apron just rolled out before me, 

Figs and rock-melons ■ — at the door I saw 

Two boys of lively aspect. Peasant-like 

Tiiey were, and poorly clad, but not unskilled ; 

With their small voices and an old guitar 

Winning their way to my unguarded heart 

In that, the only universal tongue. 

But soon they changed the meaaui-e, entering on 

A pleasant dialogue of sweet and sour, 

A war of words, with looks and gestures waged 

Between Trappanti and his ancient dame, 

MoNA LuciLlA, To and fro it went ; ^ 

While many a titter on the stairs was heard, 

And BAacARA's among them. When it ceased, 

Their dark eyes flashed no longer, yet, methought. 

In many a glance as from the soul, disclosed 

More than enough to serve them. Far or near. 

Few looked not for their coming ere they came, 

Few, when they went, but looked till they were gone ; 

And not a matron, sitting at her wheel. 

But could i-epeat their story. Twins they were, 

And orphans, as I learnt, cast on the world ; 

Their parents lost in an old ferry-boat 

That, three years since, last Martinmas, went down. 

Crossing the rough Benacus.^' — -May they live 

Blameless and happy — rich they cannot be. 

Like him who, in the days of minstrelsy,'' 

Came in a beggar's weeds to Petrarch's door, 

Asking, beseeching for a lay to sing. 

And soon in silk (such then the power of song) 

Returned to thank him ; or like that old man, 

Old not in heart, who by the torrent-side 
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Deaeending from the Tyrol, as night fell, 

Knocked at a city-gato near the hill-foot, 

The gate that bore so long, sculptured in stone, 

An eagle on a ladder, and at once 

Found welcome — nightly in the bannered hall 

Tuning his harp to tales of chivalry 

Before the great Mastino, and his guests,"* 

The three-arid-twenty kings, by adverse fate, 

By war or treason or domestic strife, 

Reft of tlieir kingdoms, friendless, slielterless, 

And living on his bounty. 

But who comes, 
Brushing the floor with what was once, metbinks, 
A hat of ceremony 1 On ho glides, 
Slip-shod, ungartered ; his long suit of black 
Dingy, thread-bare, though, patch by patch, renewed 
Till it has almost ceased to be the same. 
At length arrived, and with a shrug that pleads 
" 'T is my necessity .' " he stops and speaks, 
Screwing a smile into his dinnerlcss fa«c. 
'■Blame not a poet, signer, for his zeal — 
When all are on the wing, who would be last ? 
The splendor of thy name has gone before thee ; 
And Italy from sea to sea exults. 
As well indeed she may ! But I transgress,*" 
He, who has known the weight of praise himself, 
Should spare another." Saying so, he laid 
His sonnet, an impromptu, at my feet 
(If his, then Petraech must have stolen it from him), 
And bowed and left me ; in his hollow hand 
Receiving my small tribute, a zi 
Unconsciously, as doctors do their f 
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Mj omelet, and a flagon of hill-witie,« 
Pure as the virgin-spring, had happily 
Plod from all eyes ; or, in a waiting dream, 
I might have sat as many a great man has, 
And many a small, like him of Santiilane, 
^"""■"""'""g Eay bread and salt for empty praise.^ 



ITALY. 
Am I in Italy? Is this the Mincius 1 
Are those the distant turrets of Verona 1 
And shall I sup where Juliet at the masque *' 
Saw her loved Montague, and now sleeps by him 7 
Such questions hourly do I ask myself- '* 
And not a stone, in a cross-way, inscribed 
" To Mantua " — " To Ferrani "«— but excites 
Surprise, and doubt, and self-congratulation. 

Italy, how beautiful thou art ! 
Yet I could weep — for thou art lying, alas ! 
Low in the dust ; and we admire thee now 
As we admire the beautiful in death. 
Thine was a dangerous gift, when thou wert born, 
The gift of Beauty. Would thou hadst it not ; 
Or wert as once, awing the caitifia vile 
That now beset thee, making thee their slave ! 
Would they had loved thee less, or feared thee more.'* 
— -But why despair? Twice hast thou lived already ; " 
Twice shone among the nations of the world, 
As the sun shines among the lesser lights 
Of heaven ; and shalt again. The hour shall come, 
When tliey who think to bind the ethereal spirit 
25 
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Who, lifee the eagle cowering o'er his prey, 
Watth with quick eye, and strike and strike again 
If but a sinew vibrate," shall confess 
Their wisdom folly. Even now the flame 
Bursts forth where once it bnmt so gloriously. 
And, dying, left a splendor like the day. 
That like the day diffused itself, and still 
Blesses the earth — the light of genius, virtue, 
Greatne^ in thought and act, contempt of death. 
Godlike example. Echoes that have slept 
Since Atiibss, Lacedjbjios, were themselves, 
Smce men invoked " By those in Maratuos ! " 
Awake along the ^oban ; and the dead, 
They of that sacred shore, have heard the call, 
And through the ranks, from wmg to wing, are aeei 
Moving as once they were — instead of rage 
Breathing deliberate valor. 



OOLL'AT-TO. 



" Is this neglected mirror (the broad frame 

Of massy silver serves to testify 

That many a noHe matron of the house 

Has sat before it) once, alas ! was seen 

What led to many soiTOws. I'rom that time 

The bat came hither for a sleeping place ; *^ 

And he, who cursed another in his heart. 

Said, ' Be thy dwelling, through the day and night, 

Shunned like Coil' ALTO.' "^'T was in that old pile, 

Which flanks the cliff with its gray battlements 

Flung here and there, and, like an eagle's nest. 
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Hangs ID the TREViSAjr, that thus the steward, 

Shaking hia locks, the few that Time had left, 

Addressed mc, as we entered what waa called 

" My Lady's Chamber." On the iralls, the chairs, 

Much jet reiuained of the rich tapestry ; 

Much of the adventures of Sir Latjncelot 

In the green glades of some enchanted wood. 

The toilet-table was of silver wrought, 

Florentine art, when Florence was renowned ; 

A gay confusion of the elements, 

Dolphins and boys, and shells and fruits and flowers : 

And from the ceiling, in his gilded cage. 

Hung a small bird of curious workmanship, 

That, when his mistress hade him, would unfold 

(So says the babbling dame, Tradition, there) 

His emerald-wings, and sing and sing again 

The song that pleased her. While I stood and looked, 

A gleam of day yet lingering in the west, 

The steward went on. "She had ('tis now long since) 

A gentle serving-maid, the fair Ceistine, 

Fair as a lily, and as spotless too ; 

None so admired, beloved. They had grown up 

As play-fellows ; and some there were, that said. 

Some that knew much, discoursing of Cristiwb, 

' She is not what she seems.' When unrequired, 

She would steal forth ; her custom, her delight, 

To wander tlirough and through an ancient grove 

Self-planted half-way down, losing herself 

Like one in love with sadness ; and her veil 

And vesture ivhite, seen ever in that place. 

Ever as surely as the hours came round. 

Among those reverend trees, gave her below 
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The name of The White Lady. — But the day 
la gone, and I delay thee. 

In that chair 
The Countess, aa it might be now, waa sitting. 
Her gentle serving-maid, the feir Cristine, 
Comhing her golden hair ; and through this door 
The Count, her lord, was hastening, called away 
By letters of great urgency to Venice ; 
When in the gkss she saw, as she believed 
('Twaa an illusion of the Evil One — 
Some say he came and crossed it at the time), 
A smile, a glance at parting, given and answered, 
That turned her hlood to gall. That very night 
The deed was done. Tliat night, ere yet the moon 
Was up on Monte Calvo, and tho wolf 
Baying as still he does (oft is iic heard. 
An hour and more, by the old turret-clock). 
They led her forth, the unhappy lost Ckistine, 
Helping her down in her distress — to die. 

" No blood ivas spilt ; no instrument of death 
Lurked — or stood forth, declaring its bad purpose; 
Kor waa a hair of her unblemished head 
Hurt in that hour. Fresh as a flower just blown. 
And warm with life, her youthful pulses playing. 
She was walled up within the castle- wall. °° 
The wall itself was hollowed secretly ; 
Then closed again, and done to line and rule, 

Wouldst thou descend ? 'T is in a darksome vault 

Under the chapel : and there nightly now, 
As in the narrow niche, when smooth and fair. 
And as if nothing had been done or thought, 
The stone-work rose before her, till the light 
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Glimmered and went — there, nightly at that hour, 
(Thou smil'st, and would it were an idle tale !) 
In her white veil and vesture white she stands 
Shuddering — her eyes uplifted, and her hands 
Joined as in prayer ; then, lite a blessed soul 
Bursting the tomb, springs forward, and away 
Flies o'er the woods and mountains. Issuing forth, 
The hunter meets her in his hunting-track ; " 
The shepherd ou the heath, starting, exclaims 
(For still she bears the name she bore of old) 
"T is the White Lady!'" 



■VENICB. 
There is a glorious city in the sea. 
The sea is in the broad, the narrow streets. 
Ebbing and flowing ; and the salt sea-weed 
Clings to the marble of her palaces. 
No track of men, no footsteps to and fro, 
Lead to her gates. The path lies o'er the sea, 
Invisible ; and from the land we went. 
As to a floating city — steering in, 
And gliding up her streets as in a dream, 
So smoothly, silently — by many a dome, 
Mosque-like, and many a stately portico. 
The statues ranged along an azure sky ; 
By many a pile in more than Eastern pride, 
Of old the residence of merchant-kings ; 
The fronts of some, though Time had shattered them, 
Still glowing with the richest hues of art,'^ 
As though the wealth within them had run o'er. 
25* 
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Thither I come, and in a wondrous ark 
(That, long before we slipt our cable, rang 
As with the voices of all living things), 
From PADtiA, where the stais are, night by night, 
Watched from the top of an old dungeon-tower. 
Whence blood ran once, the towtr of Ezzelin — "^ 
Not aa he watched them, when ho read his fate 
And shuddered. But ot him I thouglit not then, 
Him or his horoscope ; " far, far from mo 
The forms of Guilt and Fear; though some were there, 
Sitting among us round the cabin-board, 
Some who, like him, had cried, "Spill blood enough!" 
And could shake long at shadows. They had plajed 
Their parts at Padtja, and were floating home, 
Careless and full of mirth ; to-mon-ow a day- 
Hot in their calendar." — Who, in a strain 
To make the heaa-er fold his arms and sigh, 
Sings, "Caro, Caro"? — 'T is the Prima Donna, 
And to her monkey, smiling in his face. 
Who, as transpoiied, cries, " Brava ! Ancora" 1 
— 'Tis a grave personage, an old macaw, 
Perched on her shoulder. But who leaps ashore, 
And with a shout urges the lagging mules ; ™ 
Then climbs a tree that overhangs the stream, 
And, like an acorn, drops on deck again'? 
'T is he who speaks not, stirs not, but we laugh ; 
That child of firn and frolic, Arlecchino." 
And mark their poet — with what emphasis 
He prompts the young soubrette, conning her part ! 
Her tongue plays truant, and he raps his box. 
And prompts again ; forever looking round 
As if in search of subjects fur his wit. 
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His satire ; and aa often whispering 
Things, thouifli unheard, not unimaginable. 

Had I thy ponoil, Ciubbb (when thou hast done, 
Late may it be .. it will, like Prospero's staff, 
Ee buried fifty fathoms in the earth), 
I would portray the Italian. ■ — Now I cannot. 
Subtle, discerning, eloquent, the slave 
Of Love, of Hate, forever in extremes ; 
Gentle when unprovoked, easily won. 
But quick in quarrel — through a thousand shades 
His spirit flits, chameleon-Iiko ; and mocks 
The eye of the observer. 

Gliding on, 
At length we leave the river for the sea. 
At length a voice aloft proclaims " Venezia ! '' 
And, as called forth, she comes. 

A few in fear, 
Flying away from him whose boast it was'^ 
That the grass grew not where his horse had trod, 
Gave birth to Venice. Like the water-fowl, 
They built thek nests among the ooean-waves ; 
And where the sands were ahifling, as the wind 
Blew fi'om the north or south — where they that came 
Had to make sure the gi-ound they stood upon. 
Rose, like an exhalation from the deep, 
A vast metropolis,'" with glistering spires. 
With theatres, basilicas adorned ; 
A scene of light and glory, a dominion, 
That has enrlured the longest among men.'" 

And whence the taJisman, whereby she rose. 
Towering? 'Twas found there m the barren sea. 
Want led to Enterprise;"^ and, far or near. 
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"VSTio met not the Venetian ? — now among 

The ^trBAN Isles, steering from port to port, 

Landing and hartering ; now, no stranger there, 

In Cairo, or withont the eastern gate, 

Ere yet the Cafila"^ came, listening to hear 

It3 bells approaching from the Red-Sea coast ; 

Then on the Euxine, and that smaller Sea 

Of Azoph, in close converse with the Russ, 

And Tartar ; on his lowly deck receiving 

Pearls from the Persian Gulf, gems from Golconde ; 

Eyes brighter yet, that ahed the light of love, 

From Georgia, from Circassia. "Wandering round, 

When in the rich bazaar he saw, displayed, 

Treasures from climes unknown, he asked and learnt, 

And, travelling slowly upward, drew ere long 

From the well-head, supplying all below ; 

Making the imperial city of the East, 

Herself, his tributary. — If we turn 

To those black forests, where, through many an age, 

Night without day, no axe the silence broke. 

Or seldom, save where Rhine or Danube rolled ; 

Where o'er the narrow glen a castle hangs, 

And, like the wolf that hungered at his door, 

The baron lived by rapine — there we meet. 

In warlike guise, the caravan from Verice ; 

When on its march, now lost and now beheld, 

A glittering file (the trumpet heard, the scout 

Sent and recalled), but at a city-gate 

All gayety, and looked for ere it comes ; 

Winning regard with all that can attract, 

Cages, whence every wild cry of the desert. 

Jugglers, siiigc-dancers. Well might Chaklbmain, 
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And his brave peere, each with his visor up, 
On their long ioncea lean aad gaze a while, 
When the Venetian to their eyes disclosed 
'^he wonders of the East ! Well might they then 
Sigh for new conf^uests ! 

Thus did Venice rise, 
Thus flourish, till the unwelcome tidings came 
That in the Tagus had ai-rived a fleet 
From India, from the region of the sun, 
Fragrant with spices — that a way was found. 
A channel opened, and the golden stream 
Turned to enrich another. Then she felt 
Her strength departmg, yet a while maintained 
Her state, her splendor ; till a tempest shook 
All things most held in honor amonff men 
All that the giant with the scythe had spared, 
To their foundations, and at once she fell ; ^ 
She who had stood yet longer than the last 
Of the four kingdoms — who, aa in an ark 
Had floated down, amid a thousand wrecks 
Uninjured, from the Old World to the New, 
From the last ghmpso of civilized life — to where 
Light shone again, and with the blaze of noon. 

Through many an age m the mid-sea she dwelt. 
From her retreat calmly contemplating 
The changes of the earth, herself unchanged. 
Before her passed, aa in an awfiil dream, 
The mightiest of the mighty. What are these, 
Clothed in their purple ? O'er the globe they fling 
Their monstrous shadows ; and, while yet we«peak° 
Phantom-like, vanish with a dreadful scream ! 
What— but the last that styled themselves the CECsara ■ 
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And who in long array (look where they come ; 

Their gestures menacing so far and wide) 

Wear the green turhan and the heron's plume 7 

Who — hut the Caliphs 1 followed feat Ij shapes 

As new aad strange — Emperor, and King, and Czai 

And Soldan, each, with a gigantic stride, 

Trampling on all the flourishing works of peace 

To make his greatness greater, and inscribe 

His name in blood — some, men of steel, steel-clad ; 

Others, nor long, alas ! the interval, 

In light and gay attire, witli brow serene 

Wielding Jove's thunder, scattering sulphurous fire 

Mingled with darkness ; and, among the rest, 

Lo ! one by one, passing continually, 

Those who assume a sway beyond them all ; 

Men gray with age, each in a triple cro^vn, 

And in his tremulous hands grasping the keys 

That can alone, as he would signify, 

Unlock Heaven's gate. 



LUIOL 
Happy is he who loves companionship, 
And lights on thee, Luiai. Thco I' found, 
Playing at Moka'"'' on the cabin-roof 
With Punchinello. — 'T is a game to strike "^ 
Fire from the coldest heart What then from thine 7 
And, ere the twentieth throw, I had resolved, 
Won by thy looks. Thou wert an honest lad ; 
Wert generous, grateful, not without ambition. 
Had it depended on thy will alone. 
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Thou wouldst have numbered in thy family 
At least six Dogea aud the first in fame. 
But that was not to be. In thee I saw 
The last, if not the least, of a long line, 
Who in their forest, for three hundred years, 
Had lived and labored, cutting, charring wood ; 
Discovering where they were, to those astray. 
By the reechoing stroke, the crash, the £ill. 
Or tile bine wreath that travelled slowly up 
Into the sky. Thy nobler destinies 
Led thee away to justle in the crowd ; 
And there I found thee — trying once again, 
What for thyself thou hadst prescribed so oft, 
A change of air and diet — once again 
Crossing the sea, and springing to the shore 
As though thou knewest where to dine and sleep. 

First in Boloona didst thou plant thyself. 
Serving behind a cardinal's gouty chair, 
Listening and oft replying, jest for jest ; 
Then in Fbrrara, everything by turns, 
So great thy genius and so Pi-oteus-like ! 
Now serenading in a lover's train. 
And measuring swords with his antagonist j 
Now carving, cup-bearing in halls of state ; 
And now a guide to the lorn traveller, 
A very Cicerone — yet, alas ! 
How unlike him who fulmined in old Rome ! 
Dealing out largely in exchange for pence 
Thy scraps of knowledge — through the grassy street 
Leading, explaining — pointing to the bars 
Of Tasso's dungeon, and the Latin veree, 
Craven in the stone, that yet denotes the door 
Of Akiosto. 
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Many a year ia gone 
Since on the Rhine we parted; yet, methinka, 
I can recall thee to the life, LuiGi, 
In our long journey ever by my side ; 
Thy locks jet-black, and clustering round a face 
Open as day and full of manly daring. 
Thou hadst a hand, a heart for all that came, 
Herdsman or pedler, monk or muleteer ; 
And few there were that met theu not with smiles. 
Misliap passed o'er thee like a summer-cloud.™ 
Cares thou hadst none ; and they that stwd to hear the£ 
Caught the infection and forgot their own. 
Nature conceived thee in her meiTiest mood. 
Her happiest — not a speck was in the sky ; 
And at thy birth the cricket chirped, Lmai, 
Thine a perpetual voice — at every turn 
A larum to the echo. In a clime 
Where all were gay, none were so gay as thou ; 
Thou, like a babe, hushed only by thy slumbers ; 
Up hill and down hill, morning, noon and night,' 
Singing or talking ; singing to thyself 
When none gave ear, but to the listener talking. 



ST. MARK'S PLACE. 
Over how many tracts, vast, measureless. 
Ages on ages roll, and none appear 
Save the wild hunter ranging for hjs prey; 
Wliile on this spot of earth, the work of man. 
How much has been transacted ! Emperors, Popes, 
Warriors, from far and wide, laden with spoil, 
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ST. mark's place. i 

Landing, have here perfonned their several parts, 
Thea left the stage to others. Not a stone 
In the broad pavement, but to him who has 
An eye, an ear for the inanimate world, 
Tells of past ages. 

In that temple-porch 
(The brass is gone, the porphyry remains"'') 
Did Barbarossa fling his mantle off, 
And kneeling, on his neck receive the foot 
Of the pi-oud Pontiff "'' — thus at last consoled 
For flight, disguise, and many an aguish shake 
On his stone pillow. 

In tliLit temple-porch, 
Old as he was, so near his hundredth year, 
And blind — his eyes put out — did Dandolo 
Stand forth, displaying on hJs crown the cross. 
There did he stand, erect, invincible. 
Though wan his cheeks, and wet with many tears, 
For in his prayei-s he had been weeping much ; 
And now the pilgrims and the people wept 
Witli admiration, saying in their hearts, 
" Surely those aged limbs have need of rest ! " ^ 
There did he stand, with Iiis old annor on, 
Ere, gonMon in Lind, that streamed aloft, 
Aa conscious of its glorious destiny, ' 
So soon to float o'er mosque and minaret, 
He sailed away, five hundred gallant ships. 
Their lofty sidea hung with emblazoned shields, 
Following his track to fame. He went to die ; 
But of his trophies four arrived ere long. 
Snatched from destruction — the ibur steeds divine, 
Tiiat strike the ground, resoundmg witli their feet,™ 
26 
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And from their nostrils anort ethereal iiamo 
Over that very porch ; and in the place 
Where in an aftertime, beside the Doge, 
Sate one yet greater/' one whose verse shall live 
When the wave rolls o'er Vesioe. High he sate, 
High over all, close by the ducal chair. 
At the right hand of his illustrious host, 
Amid the noblest daughters of the realm, 
Their beauty shaded from the western ray 
By many-colored hangings ; while, beneath. 
Knights of all nations," soaie of fair renown 
From ExGLAUD," from victorious Edward's court, 
Their lances in the rest, charged for the prize. 

Here, among other pageants, and how oft 
It met the eje, borne through the gazing crowd. 
As if returning to console the least, 
Instruct the greatest, did the Doge go round ; 
Now in a chair of state, now on his bier. 
They were his first appearance, and his last. 

The sea, that emblem of uncertainty. 
Changed not so fast, for many and many an age. 
As this small spot. To-day 't was full of masks ; ^* 
And, lo ! the madness of the Carnival, 
The monk, the nun, the holy legate masked ! 
To-morrow Vame the scaffold and the wheel ; 
And he died there by torch-light, bound and gagged. 
Whose name and crime they knew not. Underneath 
Where the Archangel," as alighted there, 
Blesses the city from the topmost tower. 
His arms extended — there, in monstrous league, 
Two phantom-shapes were sitting, side hy side, 
Or up, and, as in sport, chasing each other ; 
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Horror and Mirth. Both vanished in one hour ! 

But ocean only, wlien again he claims 

His ancient rule, shall wash away their footsteps. 

Enter the palace by the marble stairs™ 
Down which the giizzly head of old Falibr 
Rolled from the block. Pass onward through the hall, 
Where, among those drawn in their ducal robea. 
But one is wanting — where, thrown off jn heat, 
A brief inscription on the Doge's chair 
Led to another on the wall as brief; " 
And thou wilt track them — wilt from rooms of state, 
Where kings have feasted, and the festal song 
Rung through the fretted roof, cedar and gold, 
Step into darkoe^ ; and be told, " 'T was here, 
Trusting, deceived, assembled but to die, 
To take a long embrace and part acain, 
Carrara^* and his valiant sons were slain ■ 
He first — then they, whose only crime had been 

Struggling to save their father. ' ' Through that door, 

So soon to cry, smiting his brow, " I am lost ! " 

Was with all courtesy, all honor, shoivn 

The great and noble captain, Carmaonola.™— 

That deep descent*" (thou canst not yet discern 

Aught as it is) leads to the di-ipping vaults 

Under tlie flood, where light and warmth were never ! 

Leads to a covered bridge, the Bridge of Si^hs ; 

And to that fatal closet at the foot. 

Lurking for prey.— - 

But let us to the roof, 

And, when thou bast surveyed the sea, the land. 

Visit the narrow cells that cluster there, 

As in a place of tombs. There burning suns, 
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Day after diij, beat unrelentingly ; 
Turning all things to dust, and scorching up 
The brain, till Reason fled, and the wild jell 
And wilder laugh burst out on every side, 
Answering each other as in mockery ! 

Few houses of the size were better filled ; 
Though many came aud left it in an hour. 
" Most nights," so said the good old Nicolo 
(For three-and-thirty years his uncle kept 
The water-gate below, but seldom spoke, 
Though much was oa his mind), " most nightg arrived 
The prison-boat, that boat with many oars, 
And bore away as to the Lower World, 
Disburdening in the Cinal Orfaho,*" 
That drowniog-pkce, where never net was thrown, 
Summer or Winter, death the penalty ; 
And where a secret, once deposited. 
Lay till the waters should give up their dead." 

Yet what so gay as Venice f ^ Every gale 
Breathed music ! and who flocked not, while she reigned. 
To celebrate her Nuptials with the Sea ; 
To wear the mask, and mingle in the crowd 
With Greek, Armenian, Persian — night and day 
(There, and there only, did the hour stand still) 
Pursuing through her thousand labyrinths 
The enchantress Pleasure ; realizing dreams 
The earliest, happiest — for a tale to catch 
Credulous ears, and hold young hearts in chains. 
Had only to begin, " There lived in Vehice " 

" Who were the six we supped with yesternight "i"^ 
" Kings, one and all .' Thou couldst not but remark 
The style and manner of the si.^ that served them." 
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" Who asswyred me just now 1 "' Who, when I said, 
' 'T is nine,' turned round and said so solemnly, 
'Signor, he died at nine"!" — " 'T was the Armenian; 
The mask that follows thee, go where thou wilt," 

"But who moves there, alone among them all'!'"' 
■' The Cypriot. Ministers from distant courts 
Beset his doors, long ere his rising-hour ; 
His the great secret ! Not the golden Louse 
Of Nero, nor those fabled in the East, 
Rich though they were, so wondrous rich as his ! 
Two dogs, coal-bk«k, in collars of pure gold. 
Walk in his footsteps. — Who but his familiars'! 
They walk, and cast no shadow in the sun ! 

" And mark him speaking. They, that listen, stand 
As if his tongue dropped honey yet his glance 
None can enduie ' He lojks noi young noi old ; 
And at a toume> where I sit and saw 
A very child (lull thieesLuie years iie gone) 
Borne on my fithir s shoullei thiou^h the crowd, 
He looked not othenwisi- Where ei he stops. 
Though short the sojourn on his chamber wall, 
Mid many a tieisure gleaned from muiy a clime, 
His portrait hmgs — but none must notice it ! 
F6r Titian gl>ws m every lineiment 
(Where is it not inscnlied The work is his'*) 
And TrxiAx died two hundred yeixs ago 
— Such their diacoui-SL Assembling m &t. Mark's, 
All nations met as on t,ni-hanted giound ' 

What though a strin^e mysterious po\\er ^vas there, 
Moving throughout subtle invisible 
And universal is the an they bieathtd 
A power thit never slumbered noi foi^ne! 
2(d^ 
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All eye, all ear, nowhere and everywhere,* 

Entering the closet and the sanctuary, 

No place of refuge for tbe Doge himself; 

Most present when least thought of ^ — nothing droj 

In secret, when the heart was on the lips, 

Nothing in feverish sleep, but instantly 

Observed and judged — a power, that if but named 

In casual converse, be it where it might, 

The speaker lowered at once his eyes, his voice, 

And pointed upward as to GEod in heaven 

What though that poiver was there, he who lived tht 

Pursuing Pleasure, lived as if it were not. 

But let him in the midnight air indulge 

A word, a thought against the laws of Venice, 

And in that hour he vanished from the earth ! 



TUE GOSDOLA. 

Boy, call the Gondola; the sun is set. 

It came, and we embarked ; but instantly, 
As at the waving of a magic wand, 
Though she had stept on board so light of foot, 
So light of heart, laughing she knew not why, 
Sleep overcame her ; on my ai-m she slept. 
From time to time I wated her ; but the boat 
Rocked her to sleep again. 'The moon was now 
Rising full-orbed, but broken by a cloud. 
The wind ivas hushed, and the sea mirror-like. 
A single zephyr, as enamored, played 
With her loose tresses, and drew more and more 
Her veil across her bosom. Long I lay 
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Contemplating that fii«o so beautiful, 
That rosy mouth, that cheek dimpled with smiles, 
That neck but liulf concealed, whiter than snow. 
'T waa the sweet slumber of her early age. 
I looked and looked, and felt a flush of joj 
I would express, but cannot. Oft I wished 
Giently — by stealth — to drop asleep myself, 
And to incline yet lower that sleep might come; 
Oft closed my eyes as in forgetfuloess. 
'T waa all in vain. Love would not let me rest. 
But how delightful when at length she waked ! 
When, her light hair adjusting, and her veil 
So rudely scattered, she resumed her place 
Beside me ; and, as gayly as before. 
Sitting unconsciously nearer and nearer. 
Poured out her innocent mind ! 

So, nor long since, 
Sung a Venetian; and his lay of love,^ 
Dangerous and sweet, charmed Venice. For myself 
(Less fortunate, if Love be Happiness), 
No curtain drawn, no pulae beitmg ahim, 
I went alone beneath the silent moon , 
Thy square, St. Mark, thj chuiches, palaces, 
Glittermg and frost-like, vnd, as day drew on, 
Melting away, an emblem of themsehes 

Those porches passed, through which the water-breeze 
Plays, though no longer on the noble forms ® 
That moved tlici-e, sable-iested — and the quay, 
Silent, grass-grown ™ — adventurer-Iike I launched 
Into the deep, ere long discovering 
Isles such as cluster in the Southern seas, 
All verdure. Everywhere, from bush and brake. 
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The muskj odor of the aerpenta came ; 
Their slimy track across the woodman's path 
Bright in the moonshine ; and, as round I went, 
Dreaming of Greece, whither the waves were gliding, 
I listeued to the venerable pines 
Then in close converse, and, if right I gucsaedj 
Delivering many a message to the winds, 
In secret, for their kindred on Mount Ida." 

Nor ivhen again in Venice, when again 
In that strange place, so stirring and so still, 
Where nothing comes to drown the human voice 
But music, or the dashing of the tide, 
Ceased I to wander. Now a Jessica 
Sung to her lute, her signal as she sate 
At her half-open window. Then, methought, 
A serenade broke silence, breathing hope 
Through walls of stone, and torturing the proud heart 
Of some PriuIjI. Once, we could not err 
(It was before an old Palladian house, 
As between night and day we floated by), 
A gondolier lay singing ; and he sung, 
As in the time when Vesice was herself, 
Of Tancred and Erminia."^ On our oars 
We rested; and the veise was verse divine ! 
We could not err — perhaps he was the last — 
For none took up the strain, none answered him ; 
And, when he ceased, he left upon my ear 
A something like the dying voice of Venice ! 

The moon went doivn ; and nothing now was seen 
Save where the lamp of a Madonna shone 
Faintly — or heard, but when he spoke, who stood 
Over the lantern at the prow and cried, 
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Tttming the comer of some reverend pile, 

Some school or hospital of old renown, 

Though haplj none were coming, none were near, 

'■Hasten or slacken.'"" But at length Night fled; 

And with her fled, scattering, the sona of Pleasure. 

Star after star shot by, or, meteor-iike, 

Crossed me and vanished — lost at once among 

Those hundred isles that tower majestically, 

That rise abruptly from the water-mark, 

Not with rough crag, but marble, and the work 

Of noblest architects. I lingered still ; 

Nor sought my threshold," till the hour was come 

And past, when, flitting home in the gray light, 

The young Bianca found her father's door,'" 

That door so often with a trembling hand, 

So often — then so lately left ajar. 

Shut ; and, all terror, all perplexity, 

Now by her lover urged, now by her love, 

Fled o'er the waters to return no more. 



THE BRIDES OF VENICE."^ 
It was 8t. Mary's Eve, and all poured forth 
For some great festival. The fisher came 
From his green islet, bringing o'er the waves 
His wife and little one ; the husbandman 
From the firm land, with many a friar and nun. 
And village-maiden, her first flight from home. 
Crowding the common ferry. All arrived; 
And in his straw the prisoner turned to hear. 
So great the stir in Vesice. Old and young 
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Thronged her three hundred bridges ; the grave Ta 
TurbaQL'd, Inng-vesteil, and the cozening Jew 
In yellow hat and thrcadharo gabardine, 
HuiTjing along. For, as the custom was. 
The noblest sons and daughters of the state, 
Whose names are ivritten in the Book of Gold, 
Were on (hat day to solemnize their nuptials. 

At noon a distant murmur, through the crowd 
Rising and rolling on, proclaimed them near; 
And never fi-om their earliest hour was seen 
Such splendor or such beauty."' Two and two 
(The richest tapestry unrolled before them), 
First came the brides ; each in her virgin-veil, 
Nor unattended hy her bridal maids, 
The two that, step by step, behind her hore 
The small but precious caskets that contained 
The dowiy and the presents. On she moved 
In the sweet seriousness of vii^in-youth ; 
Her eyes cast down, and holding in her hand 
A fan, that gently waved, of ostrich-plumes. 
Her veil, transparent as tho gossamer,* 
Fell from beneath a starry diadem ; 
And on her dazzling neck a jewel shone, 
Ruby or diamond or dark amethyst ; 
A jewelled cliain, in many a winding wreath, 
Wreathing her gold brocade. 

Before the church, 
That venerable structure now no more."" 
On the sea^brink, another train they met, 
No strangers, nor unlooked for ere they came, 
Brothers to some, still dearer to the rest ; 
Each in his hand bearing his cap and plume, 
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And, as he walked, with modest dignity 
Folding hia aoarlet mantb. At the gate 
They join ; and slowly up the bannered aisle 
Led by the choir, with due solemnity 
Range round the altar. In his vestments there 
The Patriai'ch stands ; and, while the anthem flows, 
Who can look on unmoved — the dream of years 
Just now fulfilling ! Here a mother weeps. 
Rejoicing in her daughter. There a son 
Blesses the day that is to mate her his ; 
While she shines forth through all her ornament, 
Her beauty heightened by her hopes and fears. 

At length the rite is ending. All fall down, 
All of all ranks ; and, stretching out his hands, 
Apostle-like, the holy man proceeds 
To give the blessing — not a stir, a breath; 
When, hark ! a din of voices from without, 
And shrieks and groans and outeries as in battle .' 
And, lo ! the door is buret, the curtain rent. 
And armed ruffians, robbers from the deep, 
Savage, uncouth, led on by Barbeeiqo 
And hia six brothei-a in their coats of steel. 
Are standing on the threshold ! Statue-like 
A while they gaze on the fallen multitude. 
Each with his sabre up, in act to strike ; 
Then, as at once recovering from the spell. 
Rush forward to the altai-, and as soon 
Are gone again- — amid no clash of arms 
Bearing away the maidens and the treasures. 

Where are they now ? — ploughing the distant waves, 
Their sails outsproid and given to the wind, 
They on their decks triumphant. On they speed, 
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Steering for Istbia ; their accursed barks 
(Well are they known"" the galliot and the galley) 
Freighted, alaa ! with all that life endeara ! 
The richest argoaiea were poor to them ! 

Now hadst thou seen along that crowded shore 
The matrons running wild, their festal dress 
A strange and moving contrast to their grief; 
And through the city, ivander where thou wouldet, 
The men half armed and arming — everywhere 
As roused from slumber by the stirring trump ; 
One with a shield, one with a casque and spear ; 
One with an axe severing in two the chain 
Of some old pinnace. Not a raft, a plank, 
But on that day was drifting. In an hour 
Half Yenicb was afloat. But long before, 
IFrantic with grief and scorning all control, 
The youths were gone in a light brigantine, 
Lying at anchor near the arsenal ; 
Each having sworn, and by the holy rood, 
To slay or to bo slain. 

And from the tower 
The watchman gives the signal. In the east 
A ship is seen, and miaiing for the port ; 
Her flag St. Mark's. And now she turns the point, 
Over the waters like a sea-bird flying ! 
Ha ! 't is the same, 't is theirs ! from stem to prow 
Green with victorious wreaths, she comes to bring 
All that was lost. 

Coasting, with narrow search, 
Fribli — like a tiger in his spring, 
They had surprised the corsairs where they lay ""■ 
Sharing the spoil in blind security 
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And casting lota — had slain thera, one and all, 

All to the last, and ilung them fiir and wide 

Into the sea, their proper element ; 

Him first, as first in rank, whoae name so long 

Had hushed the babes of Venice, and who yet, 

Breathing a little, in his look retained 

The fierceness of his soul.'"' 

Thus were the brides 
Lost and recovered ; and what now remained 
But to give thanks'! Twelve breast-plates and 

crowns, 
By tlie young victors to their patron-saint 
Vowed in the field, inestimable gifts 
naming with gems and gold, were in due time 
Laid at his feet ; "" and ever to preserve 
The memory of a day so full of change. 
From joy to grief, from grief to joy again. 
Through many an age, as oft as it came round, 
'T was held religiously. The Doge resigned 
His crimson for pure ermine, visiting 
At earliest dawn St. Mary's silver shrine : 
And through the city, in a stately barge 
Of gold, were borne with songs and symphonies 
Twelve ladies young and noble.™ Clad they were 
In bridal white with bridal ornaments, 
Each in her glittering veil ; and on the deck. 
As on a burnished throne, they glided by ; 
No window or balcony but adorned 
With hangings of rich texture, not a roof 
But covered with beholders, and the air 
Vocal with joy. Onward they went, their oars 
Moving in concert with the harmony, 
27 
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Through the Rialto '"^ to the Ducal Palace, 
And at a banquet, served with honor there, 
Sat representing, in the eyes of all, 
Ejes not unwet, I ween, with grateful tears, 
Their lovely ancestors, the Brides of Venice. 



FOSOARI. 



Let us lift up the curtain, and observe 

What passes iu that chamber. Now a sigh, 

And now a groan is heajd. Then all is still. 

Twenty are sitting as in judgment there ; '* 

Men who have served their country and grown gray 

la governments and distant embassies, 

Men eminent alike in war and peace ; 

Such as in effigy shall long adorn 

The walls of Venice — to show what she was ! 

Their garb is black, and black the arras is. 

And sad the general aspect. Tet their looks 

Arc calm, are cheerful : nothing there like grief. 

Nothing or harsh or cruel. Still that noise, 

That low and dismal moaning. 

Half withdrawn, 
A little to the left, sits one in crimson, 
A venerable man, fourscore and five. 
Gold drops of sweat stand on his furrowed brow. 
His hands are clenched ; his eyes half-shut and glazed ; 
His shrunk and withered limbs rigid as marble. 
'T is FoscARi, the Doge. And there is one, 
A young man, lying at his feet, stretched out 
In torture. 'T is his son. 'T is 6i,\C0MO, 
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His onlj joy (and has he lived for this T) 
Accused of murder. Yesternight the proofs, 
If proofe they be, were in the Lion's mouth 
Dropt by some hand unseen ; and he, himself, 
Must ait and look on a beloved son 
Suffering the Question, 

Twice, to die in peace, 
To save, while yet he could, a fiilling house, 
And turn the hearts of his fell adversaries, 
Thoso who had now, like hell-hounds in full cry. 
Chased down his last of four, twice did he ask 
To lay aside the crown, and they refused. 
An oath exacting, never more to ask ; 
And there he sits, a spectacle of woe, 
Condemned in bitter mockery to wear 
The bauble he had sighetl for. 

Once again 
The screw is turned ; and, as it turns, the son 
Looks up, and, in a faint and broken tone, 
Murmm-a " My father ! " The old man shrinks hack, 
And in his mantle muffles up his face. 
" Art thou aot guilty? " says a voJce, tiiat once 
Would greet the sufferer long before they met, 
"Art thou not guilty'.'" — "No! Indeed I am not!" 
But all is unavailing. In that court 
Groans are confessions ; patience, fortitude, 
The work of magic ; and, released, revived, 
For condemnation, from hia father's lips 
He hears the sentence, " Banishment to Casdia. 
Death, if he leaves it." And the bark sets sail ; 
And he is gone from all he loves in life ! 
Gone in the dead of night — unseen of any — 
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Without a word, a look of t 
To be called up, wiien, in liis lonely hours, 
He wouid indulge in weeping. Like a ghost, 
Day after day, year after year, he haunts 
An ancient rampart that o'erhangs the sea ; 
Gazing on vacancy, and hourly there 
Startmg as fram some wild and uncouth dream, 

To answer to the watch.- -Alas! how changed 

From him the mirror of the youth of Venice ; 
Whom in the slightest thing, or whim or chance, 
Did he hut wear his doublet so and so, 
All followed ; at whose nuptials, when he won 
That maid at once the noblest, fairest, best,"" 
A daughter of the house that now among 
Its ancestors in monumental brass 
Numbers eight Doges — to convey her home, 
The Biicentaur.went forth ; and thrice the sun 
Shone oa the chivalry, that, front to front, 
And blaze on blaze reflecting, met and ranged 
To tourney in St. Mark's. — But, lo ! at last, 
Messengers come. He is recalled : his heart 
Leaps at the tidings. He embarks : the boat 
Springs to the oar, and ba«k again he goes — 
Into that very chamber I there to lie 
In his old rfstmg-place, the bed of steel ; 
And thence look up (five long, long years of grief 
Have not killed either) on his wretehed sire, 
Still in that seat — as though he had not stirred ; 
Immovable, and muffled in his cloak. 

But now he comes convicted of a crime 
Great by the laws of Venice. Night and day, 
Brooding on what he had been, wliat he was. 
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Twaa more than he could bear. His longing-fits 

Thickened upon him. His desire for home 

Became a madness ; and, resolved to gOj 

If but to die, in his despair he writes 

A letter to the eovereign-prince of Milan 

(To him whose name, among the greatest now,"* 

Had perished, blotted out at once and razed 

But for the rugged limb of an old oak), 

Soliciting his influence with the state, 

And drops it to be found. " Would jo know all ? 

I have transgressed, offended wilfully; ™ 
And am prepared to suffer as I ought. 
But let me, let me, if but for an hour 
(Ye must consent — for all of you are sons, 
Most of you husbands, fathers) — let me first 
Indulge tlie natural feelings of a man, 
And, ere I die, if such my sentence be. 
Press to my heart ('tis all I ask of you) 
My wife, my children — and my aged mother — 
Say, 13 she yet alive 1 " 

He is condemned 
To go ere set of sun, go whence he came, 
A banished man ; and for a year to breatho 
The vapor of a dungeon. But his prayer 
(What could they less ')) is granted. 

In a haU 
Open and crowded by the common herd, 
'T was there a wife and her four sons yet young, 
A motlier borne along, life ebbinf fast, 
And an old Doge, mustering his strength in vain. 
Assembled now, sad privilege ! to meet 
One so long lost, one who for tbem had braved, 
27* 
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For them had sought— death and yet worse than death ' 

To meet him, and to part with him forever ! — 

Tune and their wronga had changed them all — hun most 

Yet when the wife, the mother, looked again, 

'T was he — 'twaahe himself — 'twaa GiiCOMO! 

And all clung round him, weeping bitterly ; 

Weeping the more, because they wept in vain. 

Unnerved, and now unsettled m his mind 
From long and exquisite pain, he sobs and cries, 
Kissing the old man's cheek, "Help me, my father! 
Let me, I pray thee, live once more among ye : 

Let me go home." "My son," returns the Doge, 

" Obey. Thy country wills it." "" 

GlACOMO 

That night embarked ; sent to an early grave 

For one whose dying words, " The deed was mine ! 

He is most innocent ! 'T was I who did it ! " 

Came when he slept in peace. The ship, that sailed 

Swift as the winds with his deliverance, 

Eore back a lifeless corse. Generous as brave. 

Affection, kindness, the sweet offices 

Of duty and love were from his tenderest years 

To him as needful as his daily bread ; 

And to become a by-word in the streets. 

Bringing a stain on those who gave him life, 

And those, alas ! now worse than fatherless — 

To be proclaimed a ruffian, a night-sbihber. 

He on whom none before had breathed r 

He lived but to disprove it. That hope lost, 

Death followed. ! if justice be in heaven, 

A day must come of ample retribution ! 

Then was thy cup, old man, full to the brim. 
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But thou wert yet alive ; aad there Tas oHe, 

The soul and spring of all that enmity, 

Who would not leave thee ; faatfining on thy flaJik, 

Hungering and thirsting, still unsatisfied ; 

One of a name illustrious as thine own ! 

One of the Ten ! one of the Invisible Three ! ^^ 

"S was LoRBDANO, When the ivhelps were gone, 

Ho would dislodge the lion from his den ; 

And, leading on the pack he long had led, 

The miserable pack that ever howled 

Against fallen greatne^, moved that Fosoaei 

Be Doge no longer ; urging his great age ; 

Calling the lonchness of grief neglect 

Of duty, sullenncss against the laws. 

" I am most willing to retire, " said he : 

" But I have sftom, and cannot of myself 

Do with me as ye pLase ' He was dcpcraed. 

He, who had rcigncd so long and gloriously ; 
His ducal bonnet taken from his brow, 
His robes stript off, his seal and signet-ring 
Broken before him. But now nothing moved 
The meekness of his soul. All things alike ! 
Among the six that came with the decree, 
ToscABI eiw one he knew not, and mquired 
His name "I im the son of Marco Memmo." 
" Ah ' " he replied, " thy father was my friend." 
And now he goes " It is the hour and past. 

I have no bu-^ineas here." " But wilt thou not 

Avoid the gizmg ciowd^ That way is private." 
" No ' a^ I entered, hO wiU I retire." 
And, leaning on his staff, he left the house. 
His residence for five-and-thirty years, 
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By the same stairs up -which he came ia state ; 
Those -where the giants stand, guarding the ascent, 
Monsti-ous, terrific. At the foot he stopt, 
And, on his staff still leaniog, turned and said, 
" Bj mine own nierite did I come. I go, 
Driven by the malice of mine enemies." 
Then to his boat withdrew, poor as he came. 
Amid the sighs of them that dared not speak. 

This journey was hia last. When the hell rang 
At dawn, announcing a new Doge to Vbsice, 
It found him on his knees before thecross, 
Clasping his aged hands in earnest prayer ; 
And there he died. Ere half its task was done, 
It rang his knell. 

But whence the deadly hate 
That caused all this — the hate of Lorbdano ? 
It was a legacy his father left, 
Who, but for FoscARi, had reigned in Venice, 
And, like the venom in the serpent's bag, 
Gathered and grew ! Nothing but turned to hate ! "^ 
In vain did Fosoari supplicate for peace. 
Offering in marriage his fair Isabel. 
He changed not, with a dreadful piety 
Studying revenge ; listening to those alone 
Who talked of vengeance ; grasping hy the hand 
Those m their zeal (and none were wanting there) 
Who came to tell him of another ^Tong, 
Done or imagined. When his father died, 
They whispered, " 'T was by poison ! " and the words 
Struck him as uttered from his Cither's grave. 
He wrote it on the tomb "' ('tis there in marble), 
And with a brow of care, most merchant-like, 
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MARCOLINI. 



I the delitors in hia leger-book "* 
Entered at full (nor month nor day forgot) 
"Francesco Foscari — for my father's death." 
Leaving a blanlc — to be filled up hereafter. 
When FoscARi's noble heart at length gavo way, 
He took tho volume from the shelf again 
Calmly, and with his pen filled up the blank, 
Inacribmg, " He haa paid me." 

Ye who sit 
Brooding from day to day fiom 3ay to day 
Chewing the bjttt,r cad, and starting up 
As though the hour was come to whet your fangs, 
And, like the Pi=*an ' gnaw the hairy scalp 
Of him who hatl cffLnded ■ — if ye must, 
Sit and brood on ; but, <J ! forbear to teach 
The lesson to your children. 



MARCOLINI. 



It was midnight ; the great clock ha4 stract and was 
Btill echoing through every porch and gallery in the quarter 
of St. Mark, when a young citizen, wrapped in his cloak, 
was hastening home under it from an interview with his 
mistress. His step waa light, for his htart-nas so. Her 
parents had just consented to their marriage ; and the very 
day was named. " Lovely Gidliexta ! " he cried. " And 
shall I then call thee mine at last ? Who was ever so blest 
as thy MARCOLINI'?" But, as ho spoke, he stopped; for 
sometliing glittered on the pavement before him. It was a 
scabbard of rich workmanship ; and the discovery, what was 
it but an earnest of good fortune? "Rest thou there!" 
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he cried, thrusting it gajly into hia belt. ''If another 
claims thee not, tliou hast changed masters!" And on he 
went as hefore, humming tlie hui-den of a song which he 
and his Gitjlibtta had been singing together. But how 
little do we know what the next minute will bring forth ! 
He turned by the Church of St. Geminiano, and in three 
steps he m.et the watch. A murder had just been commit- 
ted. The senator Rbnaldi had been found dead at his 
door, the dagger left in his heart ; and the unfortunate 
Marcolini was dragged away for examination. The place, 
the time, everything served to excite, to justify suspicion ; 
and no sooner had he entered the gnard-houae than a dam- 
ning witness appeared against him. The bravo in his flight 
had thrown away his scabbard ; and, smeared with blood, 
■with blood not yet dry, it was now in the belt of Maecc- 
LiNr. Its patrician ornaments struck every eye; and, 
when the fatal dagger was produced and compared with it, 
not a doubt of his guilt remained. Still there is in the 
innocent an energy and a composure, an energy when they 
speak and a composure when they are silent, to which none 
can be altogether insensible; and the judge delayed for 
some time to pronounce the sentence, though he was a near 
relation of the dead. At length, however, it came; and 
Marcolini lost his life, Giulietxa her reason. 

Not many years afterwards the truth revealed itself, the 
real criminal in his last momenta confessing the crime : and 
hence the custom in Vbkicb, a custom that long prevaiJed, 
for a crier to cry out in the court before a sentence was 
passed, " Ricordatevi del povero Makcolini ! ""° 

Great, indeed, was the lamentation throughout the city, 
and the judge, dying, directed that thenceforth and forever 
a mass should be sung every night in a chapel of the ducal 
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AEQUA. 823 

church for his own soul, and the soul of Marlolini, -md 
tlic "ioula of all who had sufiered by in unjust judgment 
f^unie hud on the Bkema was left by him foi the purpose 
and =!till IS the masa sung m the chipel still every mght, 
whin the ^eit s^uaie is illumuiatmg and the c-ismts are 
filhng fiiat with the gty and the dissipated t bell is lung 
■& iDr a senice, an! a ray of light setn to la&ue fiom i 
''iiiall (jjthic nmdow that looka toward the phce (f e\ccu 
tiun, — the place where, on a scaffold. Maecolini breathed 
his last. 



ARQUA. 
Three leagues from Padua stajids and long has stood 
(The Paduan student knows it, honors it) 
A lonely tomb beside a mountain-church ; 
And I arrived there as the aun declined 
Low in the irest. The gentle airs, that breathe 
Fragrance at eve, were rising, and the birds 
Singing their ferewcll-song — the very song 
They sung the night that tomb received a tenant ; 
When, as alive, clothed in his canon's stole, 
And slowly winding down the narrow path, 
He came to rest there. Nobles of the land, 
Princes and prelates, mingled in his train. 
Anxious by any act, while yet they could, 
To catch a ray of glory by refection ; 
And from that hour have kindred spirits flocked "' 
From distant countries, from the north, the south, 
To see where he is laid. 

Twelve years ago, 
AVhen I descended the impetuous Rhone, 
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Its vineyards of such great and old renown,"' 
lis castles, eaeli with some romantic tale, 
Vanishing ^t — the pilot at the stem, 
He who had steered so long, standing aloft, 
His eyes on the white breakers, and his hands 
On what was now his rudder, now his oar 
A huge misshapen phmk — the hark itself 
Frail and uncouth, launched to return no more 
Such as a shipwrecked man might hope to build,™ 
Urged bj the love of home. —Twelve years ago, 
When like an arrow from the cord we flew 
Two long, long days, silence, suspense on board, 
It was to offer at thy fount, Vaticlusb, 
Entering the arched cave, to wander where 
Petrarch had wandered, to explore and sit 
Where in his peasant-dress he loved to sit. 
Musing, recitmg — on some rock moss-grown. 
Or the fantastic root of some old beech. 
That drinks the living waters as they stream 
Over their emerald-bed ; and could I now 
Neglect the place where, in a gi-aver mood,'^ 
When he had done and settled with the world, 
When all the illusions of his youth were fled, 
Indulged perhaps too much, cherished too long, 
He came for the conclusion? Half-way up 
He built his house,i^ whence as by stealth he caught, 
Among the hills, a glimpse of busy life 
That soothed, not stirred.— Eut knock, and enter in. 
This was his chamber. 'T is as when he went ; 
As if he now were in his orchard-grove. 
And this his closet. Here he sat and read. 
This was his chair; and in it, unobserved. 
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Reading, or thinking of his absent friends, 
He passed away aa in a quiet slumber. 

Peace to this region ! Peace to each, to all ! 
They k h lu — every coming step, 
That d w th n children from their play. 

Would t il th m f they knew not. — But could a 
Ungentl un n a spring up 
Where h 1 p n where, and in an age 
Ofsava rf nd blind bigotry, 

He cultu ed 11 that uld refine, exalt ; ^ 
Leadin to I tte thin s 1 



GINEVEA. 
If thou shouldat ever come by choice or chanoe 
To MODBNA,"" where atiii religiously 
Among her ancient trophies is preserved 
Bologsa's bucket (in its chain it hangs '^' 
Within that reverend tower, the Guirlandme), 
Stop at a palace near the Reggio-gate, 
Dwelt in of old by one of the Orsini. 
Its noble gardens, terrace above terrace, 
And rich in fountains, statues, cypresses, 
Will long detain thee ; through their arched walks, 
Dim at noon-day, discovering many a glimpse 
Of knights and dames such as m old romance. 
And lovers such as in heroic song,— 
Perhaps the two, for groves were their delight, 
That in the spring-time, as alone they sate, 
Venturing together on a tale of love. 

Read only part that day."^ A s 

28 
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Sets ere onfe-half is seen ; but, ere thou go. 
Enter the house — prithee, ibrget it not — 
And look-.a while upon a picture there. 

'T is of a ladj in her earliest youth, "^ 
The very last of that illuatriouB race, 
Done by Zampibbi'-'' — but by whom I care not. 
He who observes it, ero he passes on, 
Gazes his fill, and comes and cornea again, 
That he may call it up when far away. 

She aits, inclining forward as to speak, 
Her lips half-open, and her finger up, 
As though she said " Beware ! " her vest of gold 
Broidered withT flowers, and clasped from head to foot. 
An emerald- atone in every golden clasp ; 
And on her brow, fairer than alabaster, 
A coronet of pearls. But then her face, 
So lovely, yet so arch, so full of mirth. 
The overflowings of an innocent heart — 
It haunts me still, though many a year has fled, 
Like some wild melody ! 

Alone it hangs 
Over a mouldering heirloom, ita companion, 
An oaken-chest, half-eaten by the worm, 
But richly carved by Antony of Trent 
With scripture-stories from the life of Christ ; 
A chest that came from Venice, and had held 
The ducal robes of some old ancestor. 
That by the way — it may be true or false — 
But don't forget the picture ; and thou wilt not, 
When thou hast heard the tale they told me there. 

She was an only child ; from infancy 
The joy, the pride, of an indulgent sire. 
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Her mother dying of the gift she gave, 
That precious gift, wliat elso remained to him ? 
The young Ginevra was his all in life, 
Still as she grew, forever in his aiglit ; 
And in Ler fifteenth year became a, bride. 
Marrying an only son, Francesco Doria, 
Her playmate from her birth, and her first love. 

Juat aa she loolcs there in her bridal dresa, 
She was all gentleness, all gayety, 
Her pranks tlio favorite theme of every tongue. 
But now the day was come, the day, t!ie hour ; 
Now, frowning, smiling, for the hundredth time, 
The nurse, that ancient lady, preached decorum ; 
And, in the lustre of her youth, she gave 
Her hand, with her heart in it, to Francesco. 

Great was tlie joy ; but at the hridal feast. 
When all sate down, the bride was wanting there. 
Nor was she to he found ! Her father cried 
" 'Tis but to make a trial of our love I" 
And filled hia gloss to all ; but bis hand shook, 
And soon from gueat to guest the panic spread. 
'Twas hut that instant she had left FnANCESco, 
Laughing and looking back antl flying still. 
Her ivory-tooth imprinted on his finger 
But now, alas ! she was not to be found ; 
Nor from that hour could anything be guessed 
But that she was not ! — ■ Weary of his life, 
Francesco flew to Venice, and forthwith 
Flung it away in battle with tlic Turk. 
Orsini lived ; and long was to be seen 
An old man wandering"^ aa in quest of something, 
Something he could not find — he knew not what. 
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When he was gone, the house remained a while 
Silent and tenaiitlese — then went to strangere. 

Full fifty yeara were past, and ail forgot. 
When on an idle day, a day of search 
Mid the old lumber in the gallery. 
That mouldering chest was noticed ; and 'twaa said 
By one as young, as thoughtless as Ginevka, 
" Why not remove it from its lurking-place ?" 
'T was done as soon as said ; but on the way 
It burst, it fell : and, lo ! a skeleton. 
With here and there a pearl, an emerald -stone, 
A golden clasp, clasping a shred of gold. 
All else ha<l perished — save a nuptial ring, 
And a small seal, her mother's legacy, 
Engraven with a name, the name of both, 

" GiJTEVRA.'' There, then, had she found a grave ! 

Within that cheat had she concealed herself, 
Fluttering with joy, the happiest of the happy ; 
When a spring-lock, that lay in ambush there, 
Fastened her down forever ! 



BOLOGNA. 
'T WAS night ; the noise and bustle of the day 
Were o'er. The mountebank no longer wrought 
Miraculous cures — he and his stage were gone ; 
And he who, when the crisis of his tale 
Came, and all stood breathless with hope and fear, 
Sent round his cap ; and he who thrummed his wire 
And sang, with pleadmg look and plaintive strain, 
Melting the passenger. Thy thousand crici,' ^ 
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So well portrayed, and by a son of thine, 

Whose voice had swelled the hubbuh in his youth, 

Were hushed, Bologna, silence in the streets. 

The sc[uares, when, hai'k ! the clattering of fleet hoola ; 

And soon a courier, posting as from fkr, 

Housing and holster, boot and belted coat 

And doublet, stained with many a various soil, 

Stopt and alighted. 'T waa where hangs aloft 

That ancient sign, the pilgrim, welcoming 

All who aiTive there, all perhaps save those 

Clad like himself, with staff and scallop-shell, 

Those on a pilgrimage. And now approached 

Wheels, through the lofty porticos resounding. 

Arch beyond arch, a shelter or a shade 

As the sky changes. To the gate they came ; 

And, ere the man had half his story done, 

Mme host received the master — one long vsed 

To sojourn among strangers, everywhere 

(Gto where he would, along the wildest track) 

Flinging a charm that shall not soon be lost, 

And leaving footsteps to be traced by those 

Who love the haunts .of genius ; one who saw, 

Observed, nor shunned the busy scenes of life, 

But mmgled not, and 'mid the din, the stir. 

Lived as a sepai-ate spirit. 

Much had passed 
Since last we parted ; and those five short years — 
Much had they told ! His clustering locks were turned 
Gray ; nor did aught recall the youth that swam 
From Sbstos to Abydos. Yet his voice, 
Still it was sweet ; still from his eye the thought 
Flashed lightning-like, nor lingered on the way, 
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T for words. Far, far into the night 
We sat, conversing — no unwelcome hour, 
The hour we met ; and when Aurora rose, 
Kising, we climbed the rugged Apennine. 

Well I remember how the golden sun 
Pilled with its beams the unfathomable gulfe, 
As on we travelled, and along the ridge, 
'Mid groves of cork and cistus and wild-fig. 
His motley household came. — Not Jast nor least, 
Battista, who, upon the moonlight-sea 
Of Vesice, had so ably, zealously, 
Served, and, at parting, thrown his oar away 
To follow through the world ; who without stain 
Had worn so long that honorable badge, 
The gondolier's, in a patrician house 
Arguing unlimited trust.'™ — Not last nor least, 
Thou, though declining in thy beauty and strength, 
Faithful MoRETTO, to the latest hour 
Guarding his chamber-door, and now along 
The silent, sullen strand of MissoLOsaiti 
Howling in grief. — He had just left that place 
Of old renown, once in the Adrian sea,"' 
Eavenna ! where from Dante's sacred tomb 
He had so oft, as many a verse declares, '^^ 
Drawn inspiration ; where, at twilight-time. 
Through the pine-forest wandeiing with loose rein, 
Wandering and lost, he had so oft beheld 
(What is not visible to a poet's eye f) 
The spectre-knight, the hell-hounds and their prey. 
The chase, the slaughter, and the festal mirth 
Suddenly blasted.'^^ 'T was a theme he loved. 
But others claimed their turn; and many a tower, '^ 
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Shattered, uprooted from its native rouk, 
Its strength the pride of some heroic age, 
Appeared and vanished (many a sturdy steer"" 
Yoked and unyoked) while as in happier days 
He poured his spirit forth. The past forgot, 
All was enjoyment. Not a cloud obscured 
Present or future. 

He is now at rest ; 
And praise and blame fall on his ear alike, 
Now dull in death. Yes, Byrok, thou art gone, 
Gone like a star that through the firmament 
Shot and was lost, in its eccentric course 
Dazzling, perplexing. Yet tliy heart, methmka, 
Was generous, noble — noble in its scorn 
Of all things low or little , nothmg there 
Sordid or servile. If unagined wroags 
Pui-sued thee, urging thee sometimes to do 
Things long regretted, oft, ay many know, 
None more than I, thy giatitude would build 
On slight foundations : and, if in thy bfe 
Not happy, in thy death thou surely weit. 
Thy wish accomplished , dymg m the hnd 
Where thy young mind had caught ethereal fire- 
Dying in Geeecb, and m a cause so gloiious ! 

They in thy train — ah ! bttle did they think, 
As round wo went, that they so soon should sit 
Mourning beside thee, while a nation mourned, 
Changing her festal for her funeral song ; 
That they so soon should hear the minute-gun, 
As morning gleamed on what remained of thee. 
Roll o'er the sea, tlie mountains, numbering 
Thy years of joy and sorrow. 
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Thou art gone ; 
And lie wlio woulil assail thee in thy grave, 
0, let him pause ! For who among us all, 
Tried as thou wert — even from thine earliest yeai 
When wandering, yet unspoilt, a highland-boy — 
Tried as thou ivert, and with thy soul of flame ; 
Pleasure, while yet the down was on thy check, 
Uplifting, pressing, and to lips like thine, 
Her chaimed cup — ah ! who among us all 
Could aay he had not erred as much, and more "} 



Of all the feirest cities of the earth, 
Kone is so fair as Florence. 'T is a gem 
Of purest ray ; and what a light broke forth, '^ 
When it emerged from darkness ! Search within, 
Without; all is enchantment ! 'Tia the Past 
Contending with the Present : and in turn 
Each has the mastery. 

In this chapel wrought '"' 
One of the few, Nature's interpreters. 
The few, whom genius gives as lights to shine, 
Masaccio ; and he slumbers underneath. 
Wouldst thou behold his monument 1 Look round ! 
And know that where we stand stood oft and long, 
Oft till the day was gone, Raphael himself; 
Nor he alone, so great the ardor there, 
Such, while it reigned, the generous rivalry ; 
He and how many as at once called forth. 
Anxious to learn of those who came before. 
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rLORBNCE. 

To Steal a spark from their authentic fire, 
Theirs who first broke the universal gloom, 
Sons of the Mommg. 

On that ancient seat, 
The seat of stone that runs along the wall,"" 
South of the church, east of the belfrj-tower "* 
(Thou canst not miss it), in the sultry time 
Would Banxb sit conversing, and with those 
"Who little thought that in his hand he held 
The balance, and assigned at his good pleasure 
To each his place in the invisible world, 
To some an upper region, some a lower ; 
Many a transgressor sent to his account,'" 
Long ere in Florekce numbered with the dead ; 
The body still as fiill of life and stu- 
At home, abroad ; still and as oft inclined 
To eat, drink, sleep ; still ckd as others were, 
And at noon-day, where men were wont to meet, 
Met as continually ; when the soul went, 
Eclinquished to a demon, and by him 
(So says the bard, and who can read and doubt ']) 
Dwelt in and governed. 

Sit thee down a while;'" 
Then, by the gates so marvellously wrought, 
That they might serve to be the gates of Heaven,"^ 
Enter the Baptistery. That place he loved. 
Loved as his own ; '" and in his visits there 
Well might he take delight ! For when a child. 
Playing, as many are wont, with venturous feet 
Near and yet nearer to the sacred font, 
Slipped and fell in, he flew and rescued him, 
Flew with an energy, a violence. 



Hcssdb, Google 



Ttat broke the marble — a misbap ascribed 
To evil motives ; his, alas ! to lead 
A life of trouble,'** and ere long to leave 
All things most dear to him, ere long to know 
How salt another's bread is, and the toil 
Of going up and down another's stairs.'*^ 

_ Nor then forget that chamber of the dead,"" 
Where the gigantic shapes of Night and Day, 
Turned into stone, rest everlastingly ; 
Tet still are breathing, Snd shed round at noon 
A tivo-fold influence — only to be felt — 
A light, a darkness, mingling each with each ; 
Both and yet neither. There from age to age, 
Two ghosts are sitting on then sepulchres. 
That is the Duke Lorfnzd Mark him well.'" 
He meditates, his head upon his hand 
AVhat/rom beneath his helm-like lionnet scowls? 
Is it a face, or but an eyeless skull'' 
'T is lost in shade ; yet like the basilisk. 
It fescinates, and is intoleiahle 
His mien is noble, most majestical ! 
Then most so, when the distant choir is heard 
At morn or eve — nor fail thou to attend 
On that thrice-hallowed day, when all are there ; " 
When all, propitiating with solemn songs, 
Visit the dead. Then wilt thou feel his power ! 

But let not Sculpture, Painting, Poesy, 
Or they, the masters of these mighty spells, 
Detain us. Our first homage is to Virtue. 
Where, in what dungeon of the citadel 
(It must he known — the writing on the walP*^ 
Cannot be gone — 't was with the blade cut in, 
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DON GAaziA. 

Ere, oa his kaees to God, he slew himaelf ), 
Did he, the last, the noblest citizen,''" 
Breathe out his soul, lest in the torturing hour 
He might accuse the guiltless 1 

That debt paid, 
But with a sigh, a tear for human frailty, 
We may return, and once more give a loose 
To the delighted spirit — worshipping, 
Iq her small temple of rich workmanship,'"' 
Venus herself, who, when she left the skies, 
Came hither. 



DON GARZtA. 
Among those awful forms, in elder time 
Asaemhled, and through many an after-age 
Destined to stand as Genii of the place 
Where men most meet in Florence, may be seen 
His who first played the tyrant. Clad in mail, 
But with his helmet off — in kingly state. 
Aloft he sit3 upon his horse of brass ; '"' 
And they, that read the legend underneath, 
Go and pronounce him happy. Yet, methiaks. 
There is a chamber that, if walls could apeak, 
Would turn their admiration into pity. 
Half of what passed died with him ; but the rest, 
All he discovered when the fit was on, 
Ail that, by those who listened, could b 
From broken sentences and starts in sleep, 
la told, and by an honest chronicler."" 
Two of his sons, Giovanni and GARzt.^. 
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(The eldest had not seen his nineteenth summer), 

Went to the chase ; but only one returned. 

GiOVANKi, when the huntaman blew hia horn 

O'er the last stag that started from the brake, 

And in the heather turned to stand at bay, 

Appeared not ; and at close of day was found 

Bathed in hia innocent blood. Too well, alas ! 

The trembling Cosmo guessed the deed, the doer; 

And, having caused the body to be borne 

In secret to that chamber — ■ at an hour 

When all slept sound, save she who bore them both,'" 

Who little thought of what was yet to come. 

And lived but to be told — he bade Garzia 

Arise and follow him. Holding in one hand 

A winking lamp, and in the other a. key 

Massive and dungeon-like, thither he led ; 

And, having entered in and locked the door, 

The father fixed his eyes upon the son. 

And closely questioned him. No change betrayed 

Or guilt or fear. Then Cosmo lifted up 

The bloody sheet. ' ' Look tlierc ! Look there ! " he cried. 

" Blood calls for blood — and from a lather's hand ! 

— Unless thyself wilt save him that sad office. 

What ! " he exclaimed, when, shuddering at the sight. 

The boy breathed out, " I stood but on my guard ! " 

" Dar'st thou then blacken one who never wronged thee, 

Who would not set his foot upon a worm 1 

Yes, thou must die, lest othera fall by thee, 

And thou shouldst be the slayer of us all." 

Then from Gauzia's belt he drew the blade, 

That fatal one which spilt his brother's blood ; 

And, kneeling on the ground, "Great God!" he cried. 
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DON GARZIA. 8; 

" Grant me the strength to do an act of justice. 
Thou knowest what it coats me ; but, alas .' 
How can I spare mj'self, sparing none else t 
Grant me tlie strength, the will — and, ! forgive 
The sinful soul of a most wretched son ! 
'T is a most wretched father who implores it." 
Long on Gakzia's neck he hung and wept, 
Long pressed him to his bosom tenderly ; 
And then, but while he held him by the arm, 
Thrusting him backward, turned away his face, 
And stahbed hun to tlie heart. 

Well might a youth,'' 
Studious of men, anxious to learn and know, 
When in the train of some great embassy 
He came, a visitant, to Cosmo's court. 
Think on the past; and, as he wandered throngli 

The ample spaces of an ancient house,'™ 
Silent, deserted — stop a while to dwell 

Upon two portraits there, drawn on the wall '^ 

Together, aa of two in bonds of love, 

Those of the unhappy brothers, and conclude. 

From the sad looks of him who could have told. 

The terrible truth.'* — Well might he heave a sigh 

For poor humanity, when he beheld 

That very Cosmo shaking o'er his fire. 

Drowsy and deaf and inarticulate, 

Wrapt in his night-goivn, o'er a sick man's mess, 

Li the last stage —death-struck and deadly pale ; 

His wife, another, not his Eleasor, 

At once his nurse and his interpreter. 
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THE CAMPAGNA OF FLORENCE. 

'T IS momiiig. Let u3 wander through the fields, 
^Vhel■e Cimabob'^ found a shcphcrd-boj 
Tracing his idle fanciea on the ground ; 
And let us from tlie top of Fiesole, 
Whence GtALILEo's glass"" by night observed 
The phases of the moon, look round below 
On Arno'S vale, where the dovc-colorcd steer 
Is ploughing up and down among the vines, 
While many a careless note is sung aloud, 
Filling the air with sweetness — and oo thee. 
Beautiful Floreuob ! '"' all within tiiy walls, 
Thy graves and gardens, pinnacles and towers, 
Drawn to our feet. 

From that small spire, just caught 
By the bright ray, that church among the rest 
By one of old distinguished as The Bride, '"^ 
Let us in thought pursue (what can we better?) 
Those who assembled there at matin-time ;"^' 
Who, when vice revelled and along the street 
Tables were set, what time the bearer's bell 
Rang to demand the dead at every door. 
Came out into the meadows ; and, a while 
Wandering in idleness, but not in folly. 
Sate down in the high grass and in the shade 
Of many a tree sun-proofs day after day. 
When all was still and nothing to be heard 
But the cicala's voice among the olives. 
Relating in a ring, to banish care, 
Their hundred tales.'"' 
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Eound the green hill they went,^ 
Round underneatli — first to a splendid house, 
Gharardi, as an old tradition runs, 
That on the left, just rising from the vale ; 
A place for luxury — the painted rooms, 
The open galieriea and middle court, 
Not unprepared, ft'agrant and gay with flowers. 
Then westward to another, nobler yet ; 
That on the right, now known as the Palmieri, 
Where Art with Nature vied — a Paradise 
With vei-durous walls, and many a trcllised walk 
All rose and jasmme, many a twilight-glade 
Crossed by tie deer. Then to the Ladies' Vale; 
And the clear lake, that as by magic seemed 
To lift up to the surface every stone 
Of lustre there, and the diminutive fish 
Innumerable, dropt with crimson and gold, 
Now motionless, now glancing to the sun. 

Who has not dwelt on their voluptuous day? 
The morning banquet by the fountain-side,'* 
While the small birds rejoiced on every bough ; 
The dance that followed, and the noontide slumber; 
Then the tales told in turn, as round they lay 
On carpets, the fresh waters murmuring ; 
And the short interval of pleasant talk 
Till supper-time, when many a siren-voice 
Sung down tho stai-s ; and, as they left the sky. 
The torches, planted in the sparkling grass, 
And everywhere among the glowing flowers. 
Burnt bright and brighter. — He "" whose dream it waa 
(It was no more) sleeps in a neighboring vale ; 
Sleeps in the church, where, in bis car, I ween. 
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The friar poured out his wondrous catalogue; '*' 

A ray, imprimis, of the star that shone 

To the Wise Men ; a vial-full of sounds, 

The musical chimes of the great bells that hang 

In Solomon's Temple; and, though last not least, 

A feather from the Angel Gabeibl's wiog, 

Dropt in the Virgin's chamber. That dark ridge, 

Stretching south-east, conceals it from our sight ; 

Not so his lowly roof and scanty farm. 

His copse and rill, if yet a trace he left, 

Who lived in Val di Peaa, suffering long 

Want and neglect and (far, &r worse) reproach. 

With calm, unclouded mind."" The glimmering tower 

On the gray rock beneath, his landmark once, 

Now serves for ours, and points out where he ate 

His bread witli cheerfulness. Who sees him not 

('Tis his own sketch — he drew it from himaelf)"™ 

Laden with cages from his shoulder slung. 

And sallying forth, while yet the morn is gray. 

To catch a, thrush on every lime-twig there ; 

Or in the wood among his wood-cutters ; 

Or in the tavern by the highway-side 

At tric-trac with tlie miller ; or at night. 

Doffing his rustic suit, and, duly clad, 

Entering liis closet, and, among his books, 

Among the great of every age and clime,'" 

A numerous court, turning to whom he pleased. 

Questioning each why he did this or that. 

And learning how to overcome the fear 

Of poverty and death 1 

Nearer we hail 
Thy sunny slope, Arck'iiii, sung of old 
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For its green wine ; '" dearer to me, to most, 

As dwelt on by that great astronomer,'" 

Seven years a prisoner at the city-gate, 

Let in but in his grave-elothes."* Sacred be 

His villa, (justly was it called The Gem!)'" 

Saered the laivn, where many a cypress threw 

Its length of shadow, while he watched the stars ! 

Sacred the vineyard, where, while yet his sight 

Gtimmered, at blush of morn he dressed hia vines, 

Chanting aloud in gayety of heart 

Some verse of Aeiosto ! ''" — There, unseen,'" 

In manly beauty Milton stood before him, 

Gazing with reverent awe — Milton, his gnest, 

Just then come forth, all life and enterprise ; 

He in his old age and extremity. 

Blind, at noon-day exploring with his staff; "' 

His eyes upturned as to the golden sun, 

His eyeballs idly rolling. Little then 

Did Galileo think whom he received ; 

That in his hand he held the hand of one 

Who could requite him — who would spread hia name 

O'er lands and seas ''" — great as himself, nay, greater ; 

Milton as little that in him lie saw, 

As in a glass, what he himself should be,"™ 

Destined so soon to fall on evil days 

And evil tongues — so soon, alas ! to live 

la darkness, and with dangers compassed round, 

And solitude. 

Weil pleased, could we pursue 
The AaNO, from his birthplace in the clouds, 
So near the yellow Tiber's — springing up'*' 
From his four fountains on tlie Apenniae, 
29* 
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That mountain -ridge a sea-mark to the ships 
Sailing on either sea. Downward he runs, 
Scattering fresh verdure through the desolate wild, 
Down by the City of Heimits,'*' and the woods 
Tliat only echo to the clioral hjmn ; 
Then through these gardens to the Tuscan sea, 
Reflecting castles, convents, villages, 
And those great rivals in an elder day, 
Florescb and Pisa"^ — who have given him fame, 
Fame everlasting, but who stained so oft 
His ti-oubleJ TTatei-s. Oft, alas ! were seen, 
"When flight, pursuit, and hideous rout were there, 
Hands, clad in gloves of steel, held up imploring ; "^ 
The man, the hero, on his foaming steed 
Borne underneath, already in the realms 
Of darkness. — Nor did night or burning noon 
Bring respite. Oft, as tliat great artist saw,^ 
Whose pencil had a voice, the cry " To arms ! " 
And the shrill trumpet hurried up the bank 
Those who had stolen an hour to breast the tide, 
And wash from their unliamessed limbs the blood 
And sweat of battle. Sudden was the rush,'*" 
Violent the tumult ; for, already in sight, 
Nearer and nearer yet the danger drew ; 
Each every sinew straining, every nerve, 
Each snatching up, and girding, buckling on 
Morion and gi-eave and shirt of twisted mail, 
As for his life — no more perchance to taste, 
AnNO, the grateful fresliness of thy glades. 
Thy waters — where, exulting, he had felt 
A swimmer's transport, there, alas ! to float 
And welter, — Nor between tlie gusts of war, 
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When flocks were feeding, and the shepherd's pipe 

Gladdened the valley, — when, but not unarmed, 

The sower came forth, and, following him that ploughed 

Threw in the seed, — did th j indignant waves 

Escape pollution. Sullen was the splash, 

Heavy and swift the plunge, when they received 

The key that just had grated on the ear 

Of XJgolino, over closing up 

That dismal dungeon thenceforth to he named 

The Tower of Famine. — Once indeed 't was thine. 

When many a winter-fiood, thy tributary, 

Was through its rocky glen rushing, resounding, 

And thou wert in thy might, to save, restore 

A charge most precious. To the nearest ford, 

Hastening, a horseman from Arezzo came, 

Careless, impatient of delay, a babe 

Slung in a basket to the knotty staff 

That lay athwart his saddle-bow. He spurs, 

He enters ; and bis horse, alarmed, perplexed. 

Halts in the midst. Great is the stir, the strife ; 

And, lo ! an atom on that dangerous sea,"" 

The babe is floating ! Fast and inr he flies ; 

Now tempest- rocked, now whirling round and round 

But not to perish. By thy willing waves 

Borne to the shore, among the bulrush^ 

The ark has rested ; and unhurt, secure 

As on his mother's breast, he sleeps within, 

All peace ! or never had the nations heai-d 

That voice so sweet, which still enchants, inspires; 

That voice, which sung of love, of liberty. 

Petrarch lay there ! — And such the images 

That here spring up forever, in the young 
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Kini^lmg poetic fire ! Such they that came 
And clustered round our Milton, when at eve, 
Reclined beside thee, Abso ;'*' when at eve, 
Led on bj thee, he wandered with delight, 
Framing Ovidian verse, and through thy groves 
Gathering wild myrtle. Such the poet's dreams ; 
Tet not such only. For, look round and say, 
Where is the ground that did not drink warm blood, 
The echo that had learnt not to articulate 
The cry of murder 1 — Fatal was the day 
To Florence, when ('twas in a narrow street 
North of that temple, where the truly great 
Sleep, not unhonored, not unvisited ; 
That temple saered to the Holy Cross — 
There is the house — that house of the Dosati, 
Towerless,'*' and left long since, but to the last 
Braving assault — all rugged, all embossed 
Below, and still distinguished by the rings 
Of brass, that held in war and festival-time 
Their family-standards) — fatal was the day 
To Florence, when, at mom, at the ninth hour, 
A noble dame in weeds of widowhood, 
Weeds by so many to he worn so soon. 
Stood at her door ; and, like a sorceress, flung 
Her dazzling spell. Subtle she was, and rich, 
Rich in a hidden pearl of heavenly light. 
Her daughter's beauty ; and too we)! she knew 
Its virtue ! Patiently she stood and watched ; 
Nor stood alone — but spoke not. — In her breast 
Her purpose lay ; and, as a youth passed by, 
Clad for the nuptial rite, she smiled and said, 
Lifting a corner of the maiden's veil, 
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" This had I treasured up in secret for thee; 

This hast thou lost ! " He gazed and was undone ! 

Forgetting — not forgot — lie broke the bond, 

And paid the penalty, losing his life 

At the bridge-foot ; '■" and hence a world of woe ! "" 

Vengeance for vengeance crying, blood for blood : 

No intermission ! Law, that slumbers not, 

And, like the angel with the flaming sword, 

Sits over all, at once chastising, healing, 

Himself the avenger, went ; and every street 

Ran red with mutual slaughter — though sometimes 

The young forgot the lesson they Lad learnt, 

And loved when they should hate— like thee, Imelda, 

Thee and thy Paolo. When last ye met 

In that still hour (the heat, the glare waa gone, 

Not 80 the splendor — through the cedar-grove 

A radiance streamed like a consuming fire. 

As though the glorious orb, in its descent. 

Had como and rested there) — when last ye met, 

And thy relentless brothers dragged him forth, 

It had been well hadst thou slept on, Imelda,'" 

Nor from thy trance of fear awaked, as night 

Fell on that fatal spot, to wish thee dead, 

To track him by his blood, to search, to find, 

Then fling thee down to catch a word, a look, 

A sigh, if yet thou couldst (alaa ! thou couMst not), 

And die, unseen, unthought of — from the wound 

Sucking the poison.'*' 

Yet, when slavery came, 
Worse followed.'" Genius, Valor left the land, 
Indignant — all tliat bad from age to a^^e 
Adorned, ennobled ; and liaidlong tliey fell, 
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Tyrant and slave. Tor deeds of violence, 

Done in broad day and moro than half redeemed 

By many a great and generoua aacrifico 

Of self to others, came the unpledged bowl, 

The stab of the stiletto. Gliding by 

Unnoticed, in slouched hat and muffling cloak, 

That juat discovered, Caravaggio-like, 

A swarthy cheek, black brow, and eye of flame. 

The bravo stole, and o'er the shoulder plunged 

To the heart's core, or from beneath the riba 

Slanting (a surer path, as some averred) 

Struck upward — then slunk off, or, if pursued, 

Made for the sanctuary, and there along 

The glimmering aisle among the worshippers 

Wandered with restless step and jealous look, 

Di-opping thick blood. — IVIisnamed to lull alarm, 

In every palace was The Laboratory,''^ 

Where he within brewed poisons swift and slow, 

That scattered terror till all things seemed poisonous, 

And brave men trembled if a hand held out 

A nosegay or a letter ; while the great 

Drank only from the Venice-glass, that broke, 

That shivered, scattering round it as in acorn. 

If aught malignant, aught of thine was there, 

Cruel TopUANA ; "* and pawned provinces 

For that miraculous gem, the gem that gave 

A sign infallible of coming ill,'''' 

That clouded though the vehicle of death 

Were an invisible perfume. Happy then 

The guest to whom at sleeping-time 'twas said. 

But in an under voice (a lady's page 

Speaks in no louder), '■ Pns:s not on. That door 



Hcssdb, Google 



THE CAMPAGSA OP PLORBHCE. 347 

Leads to another which awaits thy coming, 

One in the floor — ^now left, alas ! unlocked.^ 

No eye detects it — lying under-foot, 

Just as thou enterest, at the threshold-stone ; 

Ecady to fall and plunge thee into night 

And long oblivion ! " — In that evil hour 

Where lurked not danger? Through the fairy-land 

No seat of pleasure glittering half-way down, 

No hunting-place — hut with some damning spot 

That will not be washed out ! There, at Caiano,'"^ 

Where, when the hawks were mewed and evening came, 

PuLCi would set the table in a roar 

With his wild lay™' — there, where the sun descends, 

And hil! and dale are lost, veiled with his beams. 

The fair Venetian *" died, she and her lord — 

Died of a posset drugged by him who sate 

And saw them suffer, flinging back the charge ; 

The murderer on the murdered. — Sohs of grief, 

Sounds inarticulate . . suddenly stopt. 

And followed by a straggle and a gasp, 

A gasp in death, are heard yet in Cen-eto, 

Along the marble hails and sLiircases, 

Nightly at twelve ; and, at the self-same hour. 

Shrieks, such as peneti-ate tlie inmost soul. 

Such as awake the innocent babe to long. 

Long wailing, echo through the emptiness 

Of that old den far up among the hills, '*'' 

Frowning on him who comes from Pietra-Mala : 

In them, alas ! within flve days and less, 

Two unsuspecting victims, passing Mr, 

Welcomed with kisses, and slain cruelly, 

One with the knife, one with the fatal noose. 
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But, lo ! the sun ia sotting ; ^ eartli and sky ™ 
One blaze of glory. — Wiiat wc saw but now, 
As though it were not, though it had not been ! 
He lingers yet ; arui, lessening to a point, 
Shines like the eye of Heaven — then withdraws; 
And from the zenith to the utmost skirts 
All is celestial i-ed ! The hour is come 
When they that sail along the distant seas 
Languish for home ; and they that in the mom 
Said to sweet friends " farewell " melt as at parting ; 
When, just gone forth, the pilgrim, if he hears. 
As now we hear it, wandering round the hill, 
The bell that seems to mourn the dying day, 
Slackens his pa«e and sighs, and those he loved 
Loves more than ever. But who feels it not ? 
And well may we, for we are far away. 



TilE PILGRIM. 
It waa an hour of universal joy.'*' 
The lark was up and at the gate of heaven. 
Singing, as sure to enter when he came ; 
The butterfly was basking in my path. 
His radiant wings unfolded. From below 
The bell of prayer rose slowly, plaintively ; 
And odors, such as welcome in the day, 
Such as salute the early traveller. 
And come and go, each sweet«r than the last, 
Were rising. Hill and valley breathed delight ; 
And not a living thing but blessed the hour ! 
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THE PILOKIM. 

In everj busli and brake tlioro was a voiiie 



From the TuRASYMBSE, that now 
Slept in the sun, a lake of molten gold, 
And from the shore that once, when armies met,^ 
Rocked to and fro unfelt, so terrible 
The rage, the slaughter, I had turned away ; 
The path, that led me, leading through a wood, 
A iairy-wildernesa of fruits and flowers, 
And by a, brook that, in the day of eti'ife,^ 
Ean blood, but now runs amber — when a glade, 
Far, fiir within, sunned only at noon-day, 
Suddenly opened. Many a bench was there, 
Each round its ancient elm ; and many a ti'ack, 
Well kno*ra to them that from the highway loved 
A while to deviate. In the midst a cross 
Of mouldering stone as in a temple stood, 
Solemn, severe ; coeval with the trees 
That round it in majestic order roso ; 
And on the lowest step a pilgrim knelt 
In fervent prayer. He was the first I saw 
(Save in the tumult of a midnight-masque, 
A revel, where none cares to play his part, 
And they, that speak, at once dissolve the charm) - 
The first in sober truth, no counterfeit ; 
And, when his orisons were duly paid, 
He rose, and we exchanged, as all are wont, 
A traveller's greeting. 

Young, and of an age 
When yonth is most attractive, when a light 
Plays round and round, reflected, wliile it lasts, 
From some attendant spirit, tliat ere long 
30 
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(His charge relinquislied with a sigh, a tear) 

Wings his flight upward — with a look he won 

My favor ; and, the spell of silence broke, 

I could not but continue. — '■ Whence," I asked, 

' ' Whence ait thou T ' — " From Mont' alto, ' ' he replied, 

"My native village in the Apennines," — 

"And whither journeying?" — "To the holy shrine 

Of Saint Antonio in the city of Padua. 

Perhaps, if thoa hast ever gone so far, 

Thou wilt direct my course." — "Most willingly; 

But thou hast much to do, much to endure, 

Ere thou hast entered where the silver Umps 

Burn ever. Tell me ... I would not transgress. 

Yet ask I must . . . what could have brought thee forth, 

Nothing in act or thought to be atoned for 1" — ■ 

" It was a vow I made in my distress. 

We were so blest, none were so blest as we, 

Til! sickness came. First, as death-struck, I fell; 

Then my beloved sister ; and ere long, 

Worn with continual watchings, night and day, 

Our saint-like mother. Worse and worse she grew ; 

And in my anguish, my despair, I vowed. 

That if she lived, if Heaven restored her to us, 

I would forthwith, and in a pilgrim's weeds. 

Visit that holy shrine. My vow was heard ; 

And therefore am I come."^" Blest be tliy steps ; 

And may those weeds, so reverenced of old, 

Guard thee in danger!" — "They are nothing worth. 

But they are worn in humble confidence ; 

Nor would I for the richest robe resign them. 

Wrought, as they were, by those I love so well, 

Lauretta and my sister ; theirs the task, 
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Bat noae to them, a pleasure, a delight, 

To plj their utmost skill, aad send me forth 

As best became this service. Their last words, 

' Pai'e thee well, Carlo. We shall count tlie hours ! ' 

Will not go fi-om me. " — " Health and strength he thine 

In thy long travel ! May no sunbeam strike ; 

No vapor cling and wither ! Maj'st thoa he, 

Sleeping or waking, sacred and secure ; 

And when again thou com'st, thy labor done, 

Joy he among ye ! In that happy hour 

All will pour forth to bid thee welcome, Carlo; 

Aiid there is one, or I am much deceived, 

One thou hast named, who will not be the last." — 

" 0, she is true as Truth itself can be ! 

Eutjfih! thou know'st her not, Wouldthatthoucouldst! 

My steps I quicken when I think of her ; 

For, tlioagh they taie me further from her door, 

I shall return the sooner." 



AN rNTER\lEW. 
Pleastjhb that comes unlooked-for is thrice welcon 
And, if it stir the heart, if aught be there 
That may hereafter in a thoughtful hour 
Wake hut a sigh 'tis treasured up among 
The things most piecious ! and the day it came 
Is notel as a ^>hite diy in our lives. 

The sun was wheelmg westward, and the clif& 
And noddmg woods that everlastingly 
(Such the dominion of thy mighty voiee,^ 
Thy voice, Velino, uttered in the mist) 
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Hear thee and answer thee, were left at length 

Por otliera still as nooa ; and on we strayed 

From wild to wilder, nothing hospitable 

Seen up or down, no bush or green or dry,^^ 

That ancient symbol at the cottage-door, 

Offering refi-eshment — when Luior cried, 

" Well, of a thousand traeks we chose the best ! " 

And, turning round an oat, oracular once. 

Now lightning-struok, a cave, a thoroughfaje 

For all that came, each entrance a broad arch, 

^Vhence many a deer, rustling his veket coat, 

Had issued, many a gypsy and her brood 

Peered forth, then housed again — the floor yet gray 

With ashes, and the sides, where roughest, hung 

Loosely with locks of hair — I looked and saw 

What, seen in such an hour by Saneho Panza, 

Had given his honest countenance a breadth, 

His cheeks a blush of pleasure and surprise, 

Unknown before, had chained him to the spot, 

And thou. Sir Knight, hadst traversed hill and dale, 

Squire-less. Below and winding far away, 

A narrow glade unfolded, such as Spring 

Broiders with flowers, and, -when the moon is high. 

The hare delights to race in, scattering round 

The silvery dews.^° Cedar and cypress threw 

Singly their depth of shadow, checkering 

The greensward, and, what grew in frequent tufia, 

An underwood of myrtle, that by fits 

Sent up a gale of fragrance. Through the midst, 

Reflecting, as it ran, purple and gold, 

A rainbow's splendor (somewhere in the east 

Rain-drops were falling fa,st), a rivulet 
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8 loth to go ; and on the bank 
Stood (in the eyes of one, if not of both, 
Worth all the rest and more) a sumpter-mule 
Well laden, ivbile two menials as in hast« 
Drew from his amplo panniers, ranging round 
Viands and fruits on manj a shining salrer, 
And plunging in the cool translucent wave 
riasks of delicious wine.- — Anon a horn 
Blew, tlirough the champaign bidding to the feast, 
Its jocund note to other ears addressed, 
Not ours ; and, slowly coming by a path, 
That, ere it issued from an ilex-grove. 
Was seen far inward, though along the glade 
Distinguished only by a fresher verdure. 
Peasants approached, one leading in a leash 
Beagles yet panting, one with various game 
In rich confusion slung, before, behind, 
Leveret and quail and pheasant. All announced 
The chase as over ; and ere long appeared, 
Their horses full of fire, champing the curb, 
For the white foam was dry upon the flank, 
Two in close converse, each in each delightmg. 
Their plumage waving as instmct with life ; 
A lady young and graceful, and a youth. 
Yet younger, bearing on a falconer's glove. 
As in the golden, the romantic time, 
His felcon hooded. Like some spirit of air, 
Or feiry-vision, such as feigned of old. 
The lady, while her courser pawed the ground. 
Alighted ; and her beauty, as she trod 
The enamelled bank, bruising nor herb nor flower. 
That place illumined. All ! who should she be, 
30* 
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And with her brother, as when last we met 
(When the first lark had sung ere half was aaid, 
And as she stood, bidding adieu, her voice, 
So sweet it was, recalled me like a spell) — 

Who but Angelica ? That day we gave 

To pleasure, and, unconscious of their flight, 

Another and another .' hers a home 

Dropt from the sky amid the wild and rude, 

Loretto-like ; where all was as a dream, 

A dream spun out of some Ai'abian tale 

Bead or related in a jasmine bower, 

Some balmy eve. The rising moon we hailed, 

Duly, devoutly, from a vestibule 

Of many an arch, o'er-wrought and lavishly 

With many a labyrinth of sylphs and flowers. 

When Raphael and his school from Florence came, 

Fdling the land with splendor™ — -nor less oft 

Watched her, declining, from a silent dell, 

Not silent once, what time in rivalry 

Tasso, GuARisr, waved their wizard-wands. 

Peopling the groves from Arcady, and, lo t 

Pair forms appeared, murmuring melodious verse, ""^ 

— Then, in their day, a sylvan theatre, 

Mossy the seats, the stage a verdurous floor. 

The scenery rock and shrub-wood, Nature's own; 

Nature the architect. 
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jMOTSTORIO. 



Generous, and ardent, and as romantic as he could be, 
MoKTOEio was in his earliest youth, when, on a aununer- 
evening not many years ago, he arrived at the Baths of 
• * *. With a heavy heart, and ivith many a blessing on 
Lis head, he had set out on his travels at day-break. It was 
his first flight from home ; hut he was now to enter the 
world ; and the moon was up and in the zenith when he 
alighted at the Three Moors, ^"^ a venerable house of vast 
dimensions, and anciently a palaee of the Albertini femily, 
whose arms were emblazoned on the walls. 

Every window was full of light, and great was the stir, 
above and below ; but his thoughts were on those he had 
left so lately ; and, retiring early to rest, and to a couch 
the very first for which he had ever exchanged his own, he 
was soon among them once more ; undisturbed in his sleep 
by the music that came at intervals from a pavilion in the 
garden, where some of the company had assembled to dance. 

But, secluded as he was, he was not secure from intru- 
sion ; and Fortune resolved on that night to phy a frolic in 
his chamber, a fiolic tint was to deteimme the color of his 
life. Boccaccio himself his not lecoided a wilder ; nor 
would he, if he had known it, hiie Itft the stoiy untold. 

At the first glimmermg of day he awaked and lookmg 
round, he beheld — it could not be an dlusion, yet any- 
thing so lovely, so angelical, he had nevei seen before — 
no, not even in his dreams — a lady still younger than 
himself, and in the profoundest, the sweetest slumber by his 
side. But, while he gazed, she was gone, and through a 
door that had escaped his notice. Take a zephyr she trod 
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the floor with her dazzling and beautiful feet, and, while he 
gazed, she was gone. Yet still he gazed ; and, snatching 
up a hra«elet which she had dropt in her flight, ' ' Then she 
is earthly!" he cried. "But whence could she come'? 
All innocence, all purity, she must have wandered in her 
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" Ihey aie ^'>ne but we caraiot say whither. They set 
out soon aftei «unijse." 

At 1 1 itL hour they had left the pavilion, and had retired 
to their todet-chambei, a chamber of oak iithly carved, that 
had once Iwaen an oratoiy, and, afteiwaids >^hat was no 
less essential to % hou'^e ot tliat antiquity, a pkee of iet>ort 
foi tuo 01 three ghosts of the family But, having long 
lost its sanctity it had now lost its t«noih <ind, gloomy as 
jts aspect was, Violetta wis soon sitting theie alone. ' (Jo," 
said she to hei sistei, when hei' mother withdrew for the 
night, and her sistei wa.i preparing to follow, "go, Clara. 
I will not be long." And down she sat to a chapter of the 
Promessi Sposu'^ 

But she might well forget her promise, tbrgetting where 
she was. She was now under the wand of an enchanter ; 
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and she read and read till the clock struck three, and the 
taper flickered in the socket. She started up as from a 
trance; she threw off her wreath of roses ; she gathered her 
tresses into a net ; ''"' and, snatching a last look in the mirror, 
her eyelids heavy with sleep, and the light glimmering and 
dying, she opened a wrong door, a door that had been left 
unlocked ; and, stealing along on tip-toe, (how often may 
Innocence wear the semblance of Guilt !) she lay down as 
by her sleeping sister; and instantly, almost before the 
pillow on which she reclined her head had done sinking, her 
sleep was as the sleep of childhood. 

When morning came, a murmur strange to her ear alarmed 
her. — What could it be 1 — Where waa she ? — she looked 
not ; she listened not ; but, like a fawn from the covert, up 
she sprung and was gone. 

_ It was she, then, that he sought ; it was s}ie who, so un- 
consciously, had taught him to love ; and, night and day, 
he pursued her, till in the Cathedral of Perugia he dis- 
covered her at a solemn service, as she knelt between her 
mother and her sister among the rich and the poor. 

From that hour did he endeavor to win her regard by 
every attention, every assiduity tliat love could dictate ; nor 
did he cease till he had won it, and till slie had consented 
to bo his : but never did the secret escape from his lips ; nor 
was it till some years afterwards that he said to her, on an 
anniversary of their nuptials, " Violetta, it was a joyful day 
to me, a day from which I date the happiness of my life ; 
but, if marriages are written in heaven," and, as he spoke, 
he restored to her arm the bracelet which he had treasured 
up so long, "how strange are the circumstances by which 
they are sometimes brought about; for, if you had not lost 
yourself, Violetta, I might never have found you," 
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ROME. 

I AM in Rome ! Oft as the morning-ray 
Visits these eyes, waking at once I cry, 
Whence this excess of joy? What has befiiUen me 
And from within a thrilling voice replies, 
Thou art in Rome ! A thousand busy thoughts 
Rush on my mind, a thousand images; 
And I spring up as girt to run a race ! 

Thou art in RoMB ! the city that so long 
Reigned absolute, the mistress of the world ; 
The mighty vision that the prophets saw. 
And trembled ; that from nothing, from the least. 
The lowliest village (what hut here and there 
A reed-i-oofed cabin by the river-side 1) 
Grew into everything ; and, year by year, 
Patiently, fearlessly, working her way 
O'er brook and field, o'er continent and sea, 
Not like the merchant with his mercliandise, 
Or traveller with staff and scrip exploring, 
Eat ever hand to hand and foot to foot. 
Through nations numberless in battle-array, 
Each behind each, each, when the other fell. 
Tip and in arms, at length subdued them all. 

Thou art m Rome ! the city, where the Gauls, 
Entering at sunrise through her open gates. 
And, through her streets silent and desolate. 
Marching to slay, thought they saw gods, not men ; 
The city, that, by temperance, fortitude, 
And love of glory, towered above the clouds, 
Then fell — but, falling, kept the highest seat, 
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And in her loneliaess, her pomp of woe, 
Where now she dwells, withdrawn mto the wild, 
Still o'er the mind maintanis, from age to age, 

Her empire undiminished. There, as thoiigh 

Grandeur attracted grandeur, are beheld 

All things that strike, ennoble^'' — from the depths 

Of Egypt, from the classic fields of Greece, 

Her groves, her temples — all things that inspire 

Wonder, delight ! Who would not say the forms 

Most perfect, most divine, had by consent 

Flocked thither to abide eternally. 

Within those silent chambers where they dwell, 

In happy intercourse f And I am there ! 

Ah ! little thought I, when m school I sate, 
A school-boy on his bench, at early dawn 
Glowing with Roman story, I should live 
To tread the Appian,"'* once an avenue 
Of monuments most glorious, palaces. 
Their doors scaled up and silent as the night, 
The dwellings of the illustrious dead — to turn 
Toward Tiber, and, beyond the eity-gat«, 
Pour out ray unpremeditated verse 
Where on his mule I might have met so oft 
Horace himself" — or climb the Palatine, 
Dreaming of old Evander and his guest. 
Dreaming and lost on that proud eminence. 
Long while the seat of Rome, hereaiter found 
Less than enough (so monstrous was the brood 
Engendered there, so Titan-like) to lodge 
One in hia madness ; ^ and inscribe my name, 
My name and date, on some broad aloe-leaf. 
That shoots and spreads within those very walla 
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Where Vieqil read aloud his tale divine, 
Where his voice Altered and a mother wept 
Teara of delight ! ~' 

But what tho narrow space 
Just underneath 1 In many a heap the ground 
Heaves, aa if Ruin in a frantic mood 
Had done his utmost. Here and there appears, 
Aa left to show his handiwork not oura, 
An idle column, a half-buried arch, 
A wall of some great temple.- — It was once. 
And long, the centre of their universe, '^-^ 
The FonuM — whence a mandate, eagle-winged, 
Went to the ends of the earth. Let us descend 
Slowly. At every atep much may he lost. 
The very dust we tread stira as with life ; 
And not a breath but from the ground senda up 
Something of human gi-andeur. 

We are come, 
Are now where once the mightieat spu-ita met 
In terrible conflict ; thia, while Rome was free, 
The noblest theatre on this side heaven ! 

Here the first BEcrcs stood, when o'er the corse 

Of her so chaste all mourned, and from his cloud 

Burst hke a god. Hero, holding up the knife 

That ran with blood, the blood of his own child, 

ViRGiNius called down vengeance. But whence spoke 

They who harangued the people ; turning now ^ 

To the twelve tahlea,^-^ now with lifted hands 

To the Capitoline Jove, whose fulgent shape 

In the unclouded azure shone far o^ 

And to the shepherd on the Alban mount 

Seemed like a atar new-risen?^ Where were ranged 

In rongh array, aa on their element, 
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The beats of those old galleys, destined still '^ 
To brave the hrunt of war — at last to know 
A calm far worse, a silence aa in deaths 
All spiritless ; from that disastrous hour 
When hcj the hravest, gentlest of them all,^ 
Scormng the chains he could not hope to break,^ 
Fell on his sword ! 

Along the Sacred Way ^ 
lEtlier the triumph came, and, winding round 
With acclamation, and the martial clang 
Of instruments, and ears laden witli spoil, 
Stopped at the sacred stair that then appeared. 
Then through the darkness broke, ample, star-bright, 
As though it led to heaven. 'T was night ; but now 
A thousand torches, turning night to day,^ 
Blazed, and the victor, springing from his seat, 
Went up, and, kneeling as in fervent prayer. 
Entered the Capitol. But what are they 
Who at the foot withdraw, a mournful train 
In fetters ? And who, yet incredulous. 
Now gazing wildly round, now on his sons. 
On those so young, well pleased with all they see,*^ 
Staggers along, the last 1 — They are the fallen, 
Those who were spared to grace the chariot-wheels ; 
And there they parted, where the road divides. 
The victor and the vanquished ■ — there withdrew ; 
He to the festal board, and they to die. 

Well might the great, the mighty of the world,'™ 
They who were wont to fere deliciously 
And war but for a kingdom more or less, 
Shrink back, nor from their thrones endure to look, 
To think that way ! Well might they in their pomp 
31 
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Humble themselves, and kneel and supplicate 
To be delivered from a dream like this ! 

Here CiNCiNNATus passed, his plough the while 
Left in the furrow ; and how many more, 
Whose laurels iade not, who still walk the earth, 
Oonsnls, Dictators, still in Curule state 
Sit and decide ; and, as of old in Rome, 
Name hut their names, set every heart on fire .' 

Here, in hia bonds, he whom the phalanx saved not,^ 
The last on Philip's throne ; and the Numidian,^ 
So soon to say, stript of his cumbrous robe, 
Stript to the skin, and in his nakedness 
Thrust under ground, "How cold this bath of yours ! ' 
And thy proud queen, Palmyka, through the sands ^ 
Pursued, o'ei-taken on her dromedary ; 
Whose temples, palaces, a wondrous dream 
That passes not away, for many a league 
Illumine yet the desert. Some invoked 
Death and escaped ; ^ the Egyptian, when her asp 
Came from his covert under the green leaf; ^ 
And Hannibal himself; and she who said, 
Taking the fatal cup between her hands,^ 
" Tell him I would it had come yesterday ; 
For then it had not been his nuptial gift." 

Now all is changed ; and here, as in the wild. 
The day is silent, dreary as the night ; 
None stirring, save the herdsman and hia herd, 
Savage alike ; or they that would explore. 
Discuss and learnedly ; or they that come 
(And there are many who have crossed the earth) 
That they may give the hours to meditation. 
And wander, often saying to themselves, 
"This was the Roman Foeum! " 
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" "Whence this delay 1 "— " Along the crowded street 

A fiineral comes, and with unusual pomp." 

So I withdrew a. little and stood still, 

While it went by. " She died as she deserved," 

Said an Abat^, gathering up his cloak, 

And with a shrug retreating as the tide 

Flowed more and more. — " But she was beautiful ! " 

]R«plied a soldier of the Pontiff's guard. 

"And innocent as beautifiil ! " exclaimed 

A matron sitting in her stall, hung round 

With garlands, holy pictures, and what not 1 

Her Alban grapes and Tusculan figs displayed 

In rich profusion. From her heart she spoke ; 

And I aecosted her to hear her story. 

"The stab," she cried, " was given in jealousy; 

But never fled a purer spirit to heaven, 

As thou wilt say, or much my mind misleads, 

When thou hast seen her face. Ivast night at: dusk, 

When on her way from vespers — none were near, 

None save her serving-boy who knelt and wept, 

But what could tears avail him, when she fell — 

Last night at dusk, the clock then strikmg nine, 

Just by the fountain — that before the church, 

The church she always used, St. Isidore's — 

Alas ! I knew her from her earliest youth, 

That excellent lady. Ever would she say, 

Gpod-even, as she passed, and with a voice 

Gentle as theirs in heaven ! " — But now by fita 

A dull and dismal noise assailed the ear, 
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A wail, a chant, louder and louder yet ; 

And now a strange fantastic troop appeared ! 

Thronging, they came — us from the shadea below; 

All of a ghostly white ! " 0, say ! " I cried, 

" Do not the living hero bury the dead? 

Do spirits come and fetch them ? What are these, 

That seem not of this world, and mock the day ; 

Each with a hnming taper in his hand "i" — 

"It is an ancient Brotherhood thou seest. 

Such their apparel. Through the long, long iiae, 

Look where thou wilt, no likeness of a man ; 

The living masked, the dead alone uncovered. 

But mark." — And, lying on her funeral couch, 

Lite one asleep, her eyelids closed, her hands 

Folded together on her modest breast, 

As 't were her nightly posture, through the crowd 

She came at last ^ and richly, gayly clad, 

As for a birth-day feast ! But breathes she not 1 

A glow is on her cheek — -and her lips move ! 

And now a smile is there — how heavenly sweet ! 

" 0, no ! " replied the dame, wiping her tears, 

But with an accent less of grief than anger, 

" No, she will never, never wake again ! " 

Death, when we meet the spectre in oar wallts, 
As we did yesterday and shall to-morrow, 
Soon grows familiar — like most other things, 
Seen, not observed ; but in a foreign clime, 
Changing his shape to something new and strange 
(And through the world he changes as in sport. 
Affect he greatness or humility), 
Knocks at the heart. His form and fashion here 
To mo, I do confess, reflect a gloom, 
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A sadness round ; yet one I would not lose ; 
Being in unison with all things else 
In this, this land of shadows, where we live 
More in past time than present, where the ground, 
League beyond league, like one great cemetery, 
Is covered o'er with mouldering monuments ; 
And, let the living wander where they will, 
They cannot leave the footsteps of the dead. 
Oft, where the burial-rite follows so fast 
The agony, oft coming, nor from far. 
Must a fond father meet his darlmg child 
(Him who at parting climhed his knees and clung) 
Clay-cold and wan, and to the bearers cry, 
" Stand, I conjure ye ! " 

Seen thus destitute, 
What are the greatest ? They must speak beyond 
A thousand homilies. When Raphabl went, 
HJa heavenly face the mirror of his mind, 
Hia mind a temple for all lovely things 
To flock to and inhabit — when he went. 
Wrapt in his sable cloak, the cloak ho wore, 
To sleep beneath the venerable Dome,'*' 
By those attended, who in life had loved, 
Had worshipped, following in his steps to Fame 
('T was on an April day, when Nature smiles), 
All Rome was there. But, ere the march began, 
Ere to receive their charge the bearers came, 
Who had not sought himi And when all beheld 
Him, where he lay, how changed from j 
Him in that hour cut off, and at his head 
His last great work ; ^ when, entering in, they looked 
Now on the dead, then on that masterpiece,"' 
81* 
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Now on his face, lifeless and o 
Then on those forms divine that lived and breathed, 
And would live on for ages — all were moved ; 
And aigha burst forth, and loudest lamentations. 



MATIONAL PREJUDICES. 

"Another assassination ! 'i'hia venerable city," I ex- 
claimed, "what is it, but as it began, a nest of robbers and 
murderers? We must away at sunrise, Luigi."— But 
before sunrise I had reflected a little, and in the soberest 
prose. My indignation was gone ; and, when Luigi undrew 
my curtain, crying, "Up, signor, up ! The horses are at 
the gate ! " " Luigi," I replied, " if thou lovcat me, draw 
the curtain." ^ 

It would lessen very much the severity with which men 
judge ©f each other, if they would but trace effects to their 
causes, and observe the progress of things in the moral as 
accurately as in the physical world. When we condemn 
millions in the mass as vindictive and sanguinary, we should 
remember that wherever justice is ill-administered the 
injured wdl redrras themselves. Robbery provokes to rob- 
bery ; murder to assassination. Resentments become hered- 
itary ; and what began in disorder ends as if all hell had 
broke loose. 

Laws create a habit of self-restraint, not only by the 
influence of fear, but by regulating in its exercise the pas- 
sion of revenge. If they overawe the bad by the prospect 
of a punishment certain and well-dcflned, they console the 
injured by the infliction of that punishment ; and, as the 
jnfliction ia a public act, it excites and entails no enmity. 
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The laws are offended : and the community for its own sake 
pursues and overtakes the offender, — ofton without the con- 
currence of the suffferer, sometimes against his wishes.'*' 

Now, those who were not bom, hke ourselves, to such 
advantages, we fhuuld, surely, rather pity than hate; and 
■when, at length, they venture to turn against their rulers, "" 
we should lament, not wonder at, their excesses ; remember- 
ing that nations are naturally patient and long-suffering, 
and seldom rise in rebellion till they are bo degraded by a 
bad government as to be almost incapable of a good one. 

"Hate them, perhaps," you may say, "we should not; 
but despise them we must, if enslaved, like the people of 
Rome, in mind aa well as body ; if their religion be a gross 
and barbarous superstition." — I respect knowledge; but I 
do not despise ignorance. They think only as their fathers 
thought, worship aa they worshipped. They do no more ; 
and, if ours had not burst their bondage, braving impris- 
onment and death, might not we at this veiy moment have 
been exhibiting, in our streets and our churches, the same 
processions, ceremonials, and mortifications f 

Nor should we require from those who are in an earlier 
stage of society what belongs to a later. They are only 
where we once were ; and why hold them in derision t It 
is their business to cultivate the inferior arts before they 
think of the more refined ; and in many of the last what 
are we as a nation, when compared to others that Lave 
passed away '} Unfortunately it is too much the practice 
of governments to nurse and keep alive in the governed 
their national prejudices. It witbdraivs their attention from 
what is passing at home, and makes them better took in the 
hands of ambition. Hence, next-door neighbors are held 
up to us from our childhood as natural enemies ; and we 
are urged on like curs to worry each other.™ 
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In like maimer we should learn to be just to individuals. 
Wto can aay, " In such circumatancea I should have done 
otherwise 1 " Who, did he but reflect hy what slow grada- 
tions, often by how manj strange concurrencea, we are 
led astray ; with how much reluctance, how much agony, 
how many effijrta to escape, how many self-accusations, how 
many sighs, how many tears, — who, did he but reflect for 
a moment, would have the heart to cast a stone 1 Happily 
these things are known to Him from whom no secrets are 
hidden; and let us rest in the assurance that His judgments 
are not as ours are.^^ 



THE OAMPAGNA OF EOME. 
Have none appeared as tillers of the ground,^ 
None since they went — as though it still were theirs, 
And they might come and claim their own again 1 
Was the last plough a Roman's 1 

From this Seat,™ 
Sacred for ages, whence, as ViROiL sings, 
The Queen of Heaven, alighting from the sky, 
Looked down and saw the armies in array,™ 
Let us contemplate; and, where dreams from Jove 
Descended on the sleeper, where, perhaps, 
Some inspirations may be lingering stiU, 
Some glimmerings of the future or the past, 
Let US await their influence ; silently 
Revolving, as we rest on the gre«n turf. 
The changes from that hour when he from Trot 
Came up the Tiber ; when refulgent shields, 
No strangers to the iron-hail of war, 
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Streamed far and wide, and dashing oars were heard 
Among those woods where Silvia's stag was lying, 
His antlers gay with flowers ; among those woods 
Where by the moon, that saw and yet withdrew not, 
Two were so soon to wander and be slain,''™ 
Two lovely in their lives, nor-in their death 
Divided. 

Then, and hence to bo discerned, 
How many realms, pastoral and warlike, lay 
Along this plain, each with its schemes of power. 
Its little rivalships ! ^' What various turns 
Of fortune there ; what moving accidents 
From ambuscade and open violence ! 
Mingling, the sounds came up ; and hence how oft 
We might have caught among the trees below. 
Glittering with helm and shield, the men of Tiber f^ 
Or in Grreek vesture, Greek their origin, 
Some embassy, ascending to Prsnbste ; ^ 
How oft descried, without thy gates, Aricia,^ 
Entering the solemn grove for sacrifice, 
Senate and people ! — each a busy hive. 
Glowing with life ! 

But all ere long are lost 
In one. Wo look, and where the river rolls 
Southward its shining labyrinth, in her strength 
A city, girt with battlements and towers, 
On seven small hills is rising. Round about. 
At rural work, the citizens are seen. 
None unemployed ; the noblest of them all 
Binding their sheaves or on their threshing-floors. 
As though they had not conquered. Everywhere 
Some trace of valor or heroic toil ! 
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Here is the saered field of the Horatii?" 

There are tlie Quintian meadows.^ Here the hill*' 

How holj, where a generous people, twice, 

Twice ^ing forth, in terrible anger sate 

Armed; and, their wrongs redressed, at once gave way, 

Helmet and shield, -and sword and spear thrown down, 

AaA every hand uplifted, every heart 

Poured out in thanks to Heaven. 

Once again 
We look ; and. b ! the sea is ivliife with sails 
Innumerable, wafting to the shore 
Treasures untold ; the vale, the promontories, 
A dream of glory ; temples, palaces, 
Called up as by enchantment ; aqueducts 
Among the groves and glades rolling along 
Rivera, on many an arch high overhead ; 
And in the centre, like a burning sun. 
The Imperial City ! They have now subdued 
All nations. But where they who led them forth ; 
Who, when at length released by victory 
(Buckler and spear hung up — but not to rust), 
Held poverty no evil, no reproach. 
Living on little with a cheerful mind, 
The Decii, the Fabeicii ? AVliere the spade. 
And reaping-hook, among their household-things 
Duly tiTiDsmitted ? la the hands of men 
Made captive ; while the master and his guests. 
Reclining, quaff in gold, and roses swim. 
Summer and winter, through the cuxsling year 
On their Falemian — in the hands of men 
Dragged into slavery with how many more 
:d but to die, a public spectacle. 
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In combat with each other, and required 
To foil with gra«e, with dignity — to sinfe 
Whilo life is gushing, and the plaudits ring 
Faint and yet fainter on their failing ear, 
As models for the sculptor. 

But their days, 
Their hours are numbered. Hark I a yell, a sliriet 
A barbarous outcry, load and louder yet, 
That echoes from the mountains to the sea ! 
And mark, beneath us, like a burstmg cloud, 
The battle moving onward ! Had they slain 
All, that the earth should from her womb brhig fort 
New nations to destroy them'? From the depth 
Of forests, from what none had dared explore 
EegioiK of thrilling ice, as though in ice 
Engendered, multiplied, they pour along. 
Shaggy and huge ! Host after host, they come ; 
The Goth, the Vandal ; and again the Goth ! 

Once more we look, and all is still as night, 
All desolate ! Groves, temples, palaces, 
Swept from the sight ; and nothing visible, 
Amid tiie sulphurous vapoi^ that exhale 
As from a land aocurst, save here and there 
An empty tomb, a fragment like the limb 
Of some dismembered giant. In the midst 
A city stands, her domes and turrets crowned 
With many a cross ; but they, that issue forth, 
Wander like strangers ^ who had built among 
The mighty ruins, silent, spiritless ; 
And on the road, where once we might have met 
CaiSAR and Cato and men more than kings, 
We meet, none else, the pilgrim and the beggar. 
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THE ROMAN PONTIFFS. 

Those ancient men, wtat were they, who achieved 

A sway heyond tlie greatest conquerors ; 

Setting their feet upon the necka of kings, 

And, through the world, subdaing, chaining down 

The free, immortal spirit 1 Were they not 

Mighty magicians ■? Theirs a wondrous spell, 

Where true and false were with infernal art 

Close- interwoven ; where together met 

Bleaainga and curses, threats and promises ; 

And with the terrors of Futurity 

Mingled whate'er enchants and fascinates, 

Musio and painting, sculpture, rhetoric,'* 

And dazzling light and darkness visible, "^ 

And architectural pomp, such as none else ! 

What in his day the Syracusas sought. 

Another world to plant his engines on, 

They had ; and, having it, like gods, not men. 

Moved this world at their pleasure.^ Ero they came, 

Their shadows, stretching far and wide were known ; 

And two, that looked beyond the visible sphere, 

Gave notice of their coming -^ he who saw 

The Apocalypse ; and he of elder time, 

Who in an awful vision of the night 

Saw the Four Kingdoms. Distant as they were. 

Those holy men, well might they faint with fear ! ^ 



Hcssdb, Google 



CAIUS CESTIUS. 



CAIUS CESTIUS. 



When I am inclined to be serious, I love to wander up 
and down before the tomb of Caius Cestius. The Prot- 
estant burial-ground is there ; and most of the little monu- 
ments are erected to the young; young men of promisOj cut 
off when on their travels, full of enthusiasm, full of enjoy- 
ment ; brides, in the bloom of their beauty, on their first 
journey ; or children borne from home in seareh of health. 
This stone was placed by his fellow-travellers, young as 
himself, who will return to the house of his parents without 
him; that, by a husband or a father, now in his native 
country. His heart is buried in that grave. 

It is a quiet and sheltered nook, covered in the winter 
with violets ; and the Pyramid, that overshadows it, gives it 
a classical and singularly solemn air. You feel an interest 
there, a sympathy you were not prepared for. You are 
yourself in a foreign land ; and they are for the most part 
your countrymen. They call upon you in your mother- 
tongue— in English — in words unknown to a native, 
known only to yourself; and the tomb of Cestius, that old 
majestic pile, baa this also in common with them. It ia 
itself a stranger, among strangers. It has stood there till 
the language spoken round about it has changed ; and the 
shephci-d, born at the foot, can read its inscription no longer. 
32 
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THE NUN. 

'TiS over; and her lovely cheek is Qow 
On her hard pillow — there, aka ! to be 
Nightly, through many and many a dreary hour, 
Wan, often Vfct with tears, and (ere at length 
Her place is empty, and another comes) 
In anguish, in the ghaathness of death; 
Hers never more to leave those mournful walls, 
Even on her hier. 

'T is over ; and the rit«, 
With all its pomp and harmony, is now 
Moating before her. She arose at home, 
To be the show, the idol of the day ; 
Her vesture gorgeous, and her starry head — 
No rocket, bursting in the midnight-sky, 
So dazzling. When to-morrow she awakes, 
She will awake as though she still was there, 
Still in her father's house ; and, lo ! a cell 
Narrow and dark, naught through the gloom chscerned, 
Naught save the crucifix, the rosary. 
And the gray habit lying by to shroud 
Her beauty and graoe. 

When on her knees she fell. 
Entering the solemn place of consecration. 
And from the latticed gallery came a chant 
Of psalms, most saintlike, most angelical, 
Verse after verse sung out how holily, 
The strain returning, and still, still returning, 
Methought it acted like a spell upon her, 
And she was casting off licr earthly dross ; 
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Yet wsB it sad as sweet, and, ere it closed, 

Came like a dirge. When her fair head was shorn, 

And the long tresses in her hands were laid, 

That she might fling them from her, saying, " Thug, 

Thus I renounce the world and worldly things ! " ^ 

When, as she stood, her bridal ornaments 

Were, one by one, removed, even to the last, 

That she might say, flinging them from her, " Thus, 

Thus I renounce the world! " when all ^vas changed, 

And, as a nun, in homeliest guise she knelt, 

Distinguished only by the crown she wore. 

Her crown of lilies as the spouse of Christ, 

Well might her strength forsate her, and her knees 

Fail in that hour ! Well might the holy man, 

He, at whose feet she knelt, give as by stealth 

('T was in her utmost need ; nor, while sho lives, '^ 

Will it go from her, fleeting as it was) 

That laint but fiitherly smile, that smile of love 

And pity ! 

Like a dream the whole is fled ; 
And they, that came in idleness to gaae 
Upon the victim dressed for sacriflce. 
Are mingling in the world ; thou in thy cell 
Forgot, Teresa. Yet, among them all, 
None were so formed to love and to be loved, 
None to delight, adorn; and on thee now 
A curtain, blacker than the night, is dropped 
Forever ! In thy gentle bosom sleep 
Feelings, affections, destined now to die, 
To wither like the blossom in the bud, — 
Those of a wife, a mother ; leaving there 
A cheerless void, a chill as of the grave. 



Hcssdb, Google 



A languor mH a lethargy of soul, 

Death-lite, and gathering more and more, till Death 

Comes to release thee. Ah ! what now to thee, 

What now to theo the treasure of thy youth 1 

As nothing ! 

But thou canst not yet reflect 
Calmly ; so many things, strange and perverse, 
That meet, recoil, and go but to return. 
The monstrous birth of one eventful day. 
Troubling thy spirit — from the first at dawn, 
The rich arraying for the nuptial feast, 
To the black pall, the requiem.*^ All in turo 
Revisit thee, and round thy lowly bed 
Hover, uncalled. Thy young and innocent heart, 
How is it beating 1 Has it no regrets ? 
Discoverest thou no weakness lurking there 1 
But thine exhausted frame has sunk to rest. 
Peace to thy slumbers ! 



THE FIRE-FLY. 

Theee is an insect, that, when evening comes, 
Small though he be and scarce distinguishable, 
Like Evening cM in soberest livery, 
Unsheathes his wings ^ and through the woods and g 
Scatters a marvellous splendor. On he wheels, 
Blazing by fits as from excess of joy, ™^ 
Each gush of light a gush of ecstasy ; 
Nor unaccompanied ; thousands that fling 
A radiance all their own, not of the day. 
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THE riRE-FLY. 37* 

Thousands as briglit as lie, from dusk till dawn. 
Soaring, descending. 

lu the mother's lap 
Weli may the child put forth hia little hands, 
Singing the nursety^ong he learnt so soon j ^ 
And the young nymph, preparing for the dance™^ 
By brook or fountain-side, in many a braid 
Wreathing her golden hair, well may she cry, 
" Come hither ; and the shepherds, gathering round, 
Shall say, Floretta emulates the Night, 
Spangling her head with stars." 

Oft have I met 
This shining race, when in the Tuscdlah groves 
My path no longer glimmered ; oft among 
Those trees, religious once and always grccn,^ 
That still dream out their stories of old Rome 
Over the Alban lake ; oft met and hailed, 
Where the precipitate Anio thunders down. 
And through the surging mist a poet's house 
(So some aver, and who would not helieve 1)^ 

Eeveals it'^elf Tet cannot I forget 

Him, who lejoiued me m those wilks at eve "■' 
My eailiest pleisantedt who iwtlls unseen 
And in our noithem clime when all is btiU 
Kightly keeps watch nightly m 1 u-ih or brake 
His lonely lamp lekmllmg Unlike theirs 
His, if IcoS hzzl ng thiough the daiknesa knows 
No inteimisa on scnjing foith its nj 
Through the gie n kaves a raj serene and clear 
As Virtue's own. 
32* 
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FOKEIGN TRAVEL. 
It was in a splenetic humor that I sat mo down to my 
scanty fare at Terracina ; and how long I should have 
contemplated the lean thrushes in array before me I cannot 
say, if a cloud of smote, that drew the tears into my eyes, 
had not burst from the green and leafy boughs on the 
heai-th-stone. " ^Vhy," I exclaimed, starting up from the 

table, "why did I leave my own chimney-corner'? But 

am I not on the road to BftTrNDUsruM 7 And are not these 
the very calamities that befell Hohacb and Vikgil, and 
Mjecenas, and Plotids, and Vaeius 1 Horace laughed 
at them.— Then why should not 1 1 Horace resolved to 
turn them to account ; and Virgil — cannot we hear him 
observmg that to remember them will, by and by, be a 
pleasure?" My soliloquy reconciled me at once to my 
fete ; and when for the twentieth time I had looked through 
the ismdow on a sci spaiLl n^ with innumerable brilliants, 
a sea n wl ch the heroes of th(, Olysscy and the ^neid 
hal sailed I sat down is ti a splendid banquet. My 
fhru^Jies had the flavor of oitohns; and I ate with an 
appetite I hal not kniwn before Who," I cried, as I 
pouiel out my list gl-iss of Fdlem an^'« (for Falernkn it 
wa', sai 1 to be ar 1 m my eyea it i in bright and clear as 
1 topaz stone) who wouU itmun at home, could he do 
othenvise I Who would submit to tread that dull but daily 
round, his hours forgotten as soon as spent V and, open- 
ing my journal-book and dipping my pen in my ink-horn, I 
determined, as far aa I eould, to justify myself and my 
countrymen in wandering over the face of the earth. " It 
may serve me," said I, "as a remedy in some future fit of 
the spleen." 
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Ours 13 a nation of travellers ; ^'' and no wonder, when 
the elements, air, water and fire, att<;nd at our bidding, to 
transport us from shore to shore ; when the ship rushes into 
the deep, her track the foam aa of some mighty torrent ■ 
and, in three hours, or less, we stand gazing and gazed at 
among a foreign people. None want an excuse. If rich, 
they go to enjoy ; if poor, to retrench ; if sick, to recover; 
if studious, to learn ; if learned, to relax fi'om their studies. 
But, whatever they may say and whatever they may believe, 
they go for the most part on the same errand ; nor will 
those who reflect think that errand an idle one. 

Almost all men are over-anxious. No sooner do they 
enter the world than they lose that taste for natural and 
simple pleasures, so i-emarkable in early life. Every hour 
do tbey ask themselves what progress they have made in the 
pursuit of wealth or honor ; and on they go aa their Others 
went before them, till, weary and sick at heart, they look 
back with a sigh of regret to the golden time of their child- 
hood. 

Now travel, and foreign travel more particularly, restores 
to us in a great degree what we have lost. When the 
anchor is heaved, we double down the leaf ; and for a while 
at least all is over. The old cares are left clustering round 
the old objects ; and, at every step, as we proceed, the slight- 
est circumstance amuses and interests. All is new and 
strange.^' We surrender ourselves, and feel once again as 
children. Like them, we enjoy eagerly ; like them, when 
we fret we fret only for the moment ; and liere, indeed, the 
resemblance is very remarkable ; for, if a journey has its 
pains aa well as its pleasures {and there is nothing unmixed 
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in tiia world) the pains are no sooner over than they are 
forgotten, while the plestsures live long in the memory. 

Nor is it surely without another advantage. If life be 
short, not ao to many of us are its days and its hours. 
When the blood slumbers in tlie veins, how often do we 
wish that the earth would turn faster on its axis, that the 
sun would rise and set before it does ! and, to escape from 
the weight of time, how many follies, how many crimes, are 
committed ! Men rush on danger, and even on death. 
Inti'igue, play, foreign and domestic broil, such are their 
resources ; and, when these things foil, tbey destroy them- 
selves. 

Now, in travelling we multiply events, and innocently. 
We set out, as it were, on our adventures ; and many are 
those that occur to us, morning, noon and night. The day 
we come to a place which we have long heard and read of, 
and in Italy we do so continually, it is an era in our lives ; 
and from that moment the very name calls up a picture. 
How delightfully, too, does the knowledge flow in upon us, 
and Low fast ! "" Would he who sat in a comer of his 
library, poring over books and maps, learn more or so much 
in the time as he who, with his eyes and bis heart open, ia 
receiving impressions all day long from the things them- 
selves!^' How accurately do they arrange themselves in 
our memory, towns, rivers, mountains ; and in what living 
colors do wc recall the dresses, manners and customs, of the 
people ! Our sight ia the noblest of all our senses. "It 
fills the mind with the most ideas, converses with its objects 
at the greatest distance, and continues longest in action 
without being tired." Our sight is on the alert when we 
travel ; and its exercise is then so delightful that we forget 
the profit in the pleasure. 
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FOKEIGN TRAVEL. 381 

Like a river, that gathera, that refines as it runs, like & 
spring that takes its course through some rich vein of min- 
eral, we improve and imperceptibly— nor in the head only, 
but in the heart. Our prejudices leave us, one by one. 
Seas and mouDtaina are no longer our boundaries. We 
learn to love, and esteem, and admire beyond them. Our 
benevolence extends itself with our knowledge. And must 
wo not return better citizens than wo went 1 For, the more 
we become acquainted with the institutions of other coun- 
tries, the more highly must wo value our own. 



I threw down my pen in triumph. " The question," said 
I, "is set to rest forever. And yot — " 

"And yet — ■' I must still say.^ The Wisest ob Men 
seldom went out of the walls of Athess ; and for that worst 
of evils, that sickness of the soul, to which we are most 
liable when most at our ease, is there not, after all, a surer 
and yet pleasanter remedy, a remedy for which we have 
only to cross the threshold ? A Piedmoktbse nobleman, 
into whose company I fell at TuRis, had not long before 
experienced its efficacy ; and his story he told me without 
reserve. 

"I was weary of life," said he, " and, after a day such 
as few have known and none would wish to remember, was 
hurrying along the street to the river, when I felt a sudden 
cheek. I turned and beheld a little boy, who had caught 
the skirt of my cloak in his anxiety to solicit my notice. 
His look and manner were irresistible. Not less so was the 
lesson he had learnt. ' There ai-e six of us, and wo are 
dying for want of food.' — ' Why should I not,' said I to 
myself, ' relieve this wretched fiimily 1 I liave the means ; 
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and it will not delay me many minutes. But what if it 
does ^ ' The scene of misery he conducted me to I cannot 
describe. I threw them my purse ; and their burst of 
gratitude overcame me. It filled my eyea . . it went as a 
cordial to my heart. ' I will call again to-morrow,' I cried, 
' Fool that I was, to think of leaving a world, where such 
pleasure was to be had, and so c 



THE rOUNl'AIN. 

It was a well 
Of whitest marble, white as from the quarry ; 
And richly wrought with many a high relief, 
Greek sculpture — in some earlier day perhaps 
A tomb, and honored with a hero's ashes. 
The water from the rock filled and o'erflowed ; 
Then dashed away, playing the prodigal, 
And soon was lost — stealing unseen, unheard. 
Through the long grass, and round the twisted rootss 
Of aged trees ; discovering where it ran 
By the fresh verdure. Overcome with heat, 
I threw me down ; admiring, as I lay, 
That shady nook, a singing place for birds. 
That grove so intricate, so full of fiowers. 
More than enough to please a child a-Mayjng. 

The sun had set, a distant convent-bell 
Ringing the Ang-elus ; and now approached 
The hour for stir and village-gossip there, 
The hour Rbbekah came, when from the well 
She drew with such alacrity to serve 
The stranger and his camels. Soon I heard 
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BANDITtr. 



; and, h ! descending by a path 
Trodden for ages, many a nympli appeared, 
Appeared and vanished, bearing on her head 
Her earthen pitcher. It called up the day 
Ultssbs landed there ; and long I gaaed, 
Like one awaking in a distant time.'" 

At length there came the loveliest of them all, 
Her little brother dancing down before her ; 
And ever as he spoke, which he did ever, 
Turning and looking up in warmth of heart 
And brotherly affection. Stopping there, 
She joined her rosy hands, and, filling them 
With the pure element, gave him to drink ; 
And, while he quenched his thirst, standing on tiptoe, 
Looked down upon him with a sister's smile. 
Nor stirred till he had done, fixed as a statue. 

Then hadst thou seen them as they stood, Canova, 
Thou hadst endowed them with immortal youth ; 
And they had evermore lived undivided, 
Wuining all hearts — of all thy works the fairest. 



'T IS a wild life, feai-ful and full of change. 
The mountain-robber's. On the watch he lies, 
Levelling his carbine at the passenger ; 
And, when his work is done, he dares not sleep. 

Time was, the trade was nobler, if not honest ; 
When they that rebbed were men of better fivith'*' 
Than kings or pontiffs ; when, such reverence 
The poet drew among the woofJs and wilds. 
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A voice wa3 hcai^, that never bade to spare, '^ 

Crjiug aloud, " Hence to the distant hills ! 

Tasso approaches ; he, whose song beguiles 

The day of half its hours ; whose sorcery 

Daazles the sense, turning our forcst-glades 

To lists that blaae with gorgeous armorj, 

Our mountain-eaves to regal palaces. 

Hence, nor descend till he and his are g(me. 

Let him fear nothing." — AVhen along the shore, 

And by the path that, wandering on its way, 

Leads through the fatal grove ^vhere Tully fell 

(Gray ajid o'ergrown, an ancient tomb is there), 

He came and they withdrew, they were a race 

Careless of life in others and themselves, 

For they had leamt their lesson in a camp ; 

But not ungenerous. 'T is no longer so. 

Now crafty, cruel, torturing ere they slay 

The unhappy captive, and with bittor jests 

Mocking misfortune ; vain, fantastical, 

Weai-mg whatever ghtters in the spoil ; 

And most devout, though, when they kneel and pray, 

With every bead they could recount a murder ; 

As by a spell they start up in array,^ 

As by a spell they vanish — theirs a band, 

Not as elsewhere of outlaws, but of such 

As sow and reap, and at the cottage-door 

Sit to receive, return the traveller's greeting ; 

Now in tlie garb of peace, now silently 

Arming and issuing forth, led on by men 

Whose names on innocent lips are words of fear. 

Whose lives have long been forfeit. — Some there are 

That, ere they rise to this bad eminence, 

Lurk, night and day, the plague-spot visible, 
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The guilt that saya, Beware ; and mark we now 
Ilim, where he lies, who couches for his prey 
At the hridge-foot in some dark cavity 
Scooped by tlie waters, or some gaping tomb, 
Nameless and tenantless, whence the red fox 
Slunk aa ho entered. 

'There he broods, in spleen 
Gnawing his beard ; his rough and sinewy frame 
O'erwrittcn with the story of hia life : 
On his wan cheek a sabre-cut, well earned 
In foreign warfare ; on his breast the brand 
Indelible, burnt in when to the port 
He clanked hia chain, among a hundred more 
Dragged ignominiously ; on every limb 
Memorials of his glory and hia shame, 
Stripes of the lash and honorable scars. 
And chaimels here and there worn to the bone 
By galling fetters. 

He comes slowly forth. 
Unkennelling, and up that savage doll 
Anxiously looks ; his crtuse, an ample gourd 
(Duly replenished from the vintner's cask), 
Slung from his shoulder ; in his breadth of belt 
Two pistols and a dagger yet uncleansed, 
A parchment scrawled with uncouth oliaracters. 
And a small vial, his last remedy. 
His cure, when all tilings fad. 

No noiso ia heard, 
Save when the rugged bear and the gaunt wolf 
Howl in the upper region, or a fish 
Lea]:« in the gulf beneath. But now ho kneels ; 
And (like a souut, when listening to tlie tramp 
S3 
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Of lioi^c or foot) lays his experienced e 
Close to the ground, then rises and e 
Then kneels again, and, his short rifle-gun 
Against hia cheek, waits patiently. 

Two monks. 
Portly, gray-headed, on their gallant steeds, 
Descend where yet a mouldering cross o'erhangs 
The grave of one that from the precipice 
Fell in an evil hour. Their bridle-bells 
Ring merrily ; and many a loud, long laugh 
Reechoes ; but at once the sounds are lost. 
Unconscious of the good in store below. 
The holy fethers have turned off, and now 
Cro^ the brown heath, ere long to wag their beard 
Before my lady-abbess, and discuss 
Things only known to the devout and pure 
O'er her spiced bowl — then shrive the sisterhood. 
Sitting by turns with an inclining ear 
In the confessional. 

He moves his lips 
As with a curse — then paces up and down, 
Now fast, now slow, brooding and muttering on ; 
Gloomy alike to him future and past. 

But, hark ! the nimble tread of numerous feet ! 
'T is but a dappled herd, come down to slake 
Their thirst in the cool wave. 

He turns and aims ; 
Then checks himself, unwilling to disturb 
The sleeping echoes. — Once again he earths ; 
Slipping away to house with them beneath. 
His old companions in that hiding-place. 
The bat, the toad, the bhnd-worm, and the newt ; 
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AN ADVESTURE. 

And, hark ! a footstep, firm and confident, 
As of a man in haste. Nearer it draws ; 
And now ia at the entrance of the den. 
Ha ! 't is a comrado, sent to gather in 
The band for some great enterprise. 

Who wanta 
A sequel, may read on. The unvarnished tale, 
That follows, will supply the place of one. 
'T was told me bj the Count St. Angelo, 
When in a blustering night he sheltered me 
In that brave castle of his ancestors 
O'er Garigliano, and is such indeed 
As every day brings with it — in a land 
Where laws are trampled on aud lawless men 
Walk in the sun ; hut it should not be lost, 
For it may serve to bind us to our country. 



AN ADVENTURE. 
Three days they lay in ambush at my gate,^ 
Then sprung and led me captive. Many a wild 
We traversed ; but Ruscosi, 't was no less, 
Marehed by my side, and, when I thirsted, climbed 
The clifis for water ; though, wliene'er he spoke, 
'T was briefly, sullenly ; and on he led. 
Distinguished only by an amulet. 
That in a golden chain hung from his neck, 
A crystal of rare virtue. Night fell fast, 
When on a heath, bla«k and immeasurable. 
He turned and bade them halt. 'Twas where the earth 
Heaves o'er the dead— where erst some Alaric 
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Pought his last fight, and every warrior threw 
A atone to tell for ages where he lay. 

Then all advanced, and, ranging in a square, 
Stretched forth their anas as on the holy cross, 
I"rom each to each their sable cloaks extending, 
That, like the solemn hangings of a tent, 
Covered us round ; and in the midst I stood. 
Weary and faint, and fece to face with one. 
Whose voice, whose look dispenses life and death. 
Whose heart knows no relentings. Instantly 
A light was kindled and the handit spoke. 
" I know thee. Thou hast sought us, for the sport 
Slipping thy blood-hounds with a hunter's cry ; 
And thou hast found at hist. Were I as thou, 
I in thy grasp aa thou art now in ours, 
Soon should I make a midnight spectacle, 
Soon, limb by Ihnb, be mangled on a wheel. 
Then gibbeted to blacken for the vultures. 

But I would teach thee better how to spare. 

Write as I dictate. If thy ransom comes. 
Thou liv'st. If not — but answer not, I pray, 
Lest thou provoke me. I may strike thee dead ; 
And know, young man, it is an easier thing 
To,do it than to say it. Write, and thus." — 

I wrote. '"Tis well," he cried. "A peasant-boy, 
Trusty and swift of foot, shall bear it hence. 
Meanwhile lie down and rest. This cloak of mine 
Will serve thee ; it has weathered many a storm." 

The watch was set; and twice it had been changed, 
When morning broke, and a wiM bird, a hawk, 
Plew in a circle, screaming. I looked up. 
And all were gone, save him who now kept guard 
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And on bis arms lay musing. Young lie seemed, 

And aad, as though he could indulge at will 

Some secret grief, " Thou shrinkest haek," he said. 

" Well may'at thou, lying, as thou dost, so near 

A rufBan — one forever linked and bound 

To guilt and infamy. There was a time 

"When he had not perhaps been deemed unworthy, 

When he bad watched yon planet to its setting, 

And dwelt with pleasure on the meanest thing 

Natuie gnes bnth to. Now, alas! 'tis past. 

Wouldst thou know more 1 My story is an oM one, 
I bied, WIS scorned ; I trusted, was betrayed ; 
And in my anguioh, my necessity, 
Met w ith the fiend, the tempter — in Rtrscosi. 
' Why thus ] ' he cried. ' Thou wouldst be free and dar'si 

not. 
Come and assert thy hirthright while thou canst. 
A robber's cave is better than a dungeon ; 
And death itself, what is it at the worst, 
What but a harlequin's leap?' Him I had known. 
Had served with, suffered with ; and on the walls 
Of Padua, while the moon went down, I swore 

Allegiance on his dagger. Dost thou ask 

How I have kept my oath 1 Thou shalt be told, 
Cost what it may. But grant me, I implore. 
Grant me a passport to some distant land, 
That I may never, never more be named. 
Thou wilt, I know thou wilt. 

Two months ago, 
When on a vineyard-hill we lay concealed 
And scattered up and down as we were wont, 
I heard a damsel singing to herself, 
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And sooE espied her, coming all alone, 

In her first beauty. Up a path she came, 

Leafy and intricate, singing her song, 

A song of love, by snatches ; breaking off 

If but a flower, an insect in the sun. 

Pleased for an instant ; then as carelessly 

The strain resuming, and, where'er she stopt, 

Rising on tiptoe underaeath the boughs 

To pluck a grape in very wantonness. 

Her look, her mien and maiden omamenia, 

Showed gentle birth ; and, step by step, she came, 

Nearer and nearer, to the dreadful snare. 

None else were by; and, as I gazed unseen. 

Her youth, her innocence and gayety. 

Went to my heart ! and, starting up, I breathed, 

' ^y — fof your life .' ' Alas ! she shrieked, she fell ; 

And, as I caught her falling, all rushed forth. 

' A wood-nymph ! ' cried RuscONi. ' By the light, 

Lovely as Hebe ! Lay her in the shade.' 

I heard him not. I stood as in a trance. 

'What,' he exchiimed, with a malicious smile, 

' Wouldst thou rebel ? ' I did as he recjnired. 

' Wow bear her hence to the well-head below ; 

A few cold drops will animate this marble, 

Go ! 'T is an office all will envy thee ; 

But thou hast earned it.' As I staggered down, 

Unwilling to surrender her sweet body ; 

Her golden hair dishevelled on a neck 

Of snow, and her fair eyes closed aa in sleep. 

Frantic with love, with liate, ' Great God ! ' I cried 

(I had almost forgotten how to pray ; -*" 

But there are momenta when the courage comes), 
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' Why may I not, wliile yet — whilg yet I can, 
Release her from a thraldom worse than death 1 ' 
'T was done as soon as said. I kissed her hrow, 
And smote her with my dagger. A short cry 
She uttered, but she stirred not ; and to heaven 
Her gentle spirit fled. 'T was where the path 
In its decent turned suddenly. No eye 
Observed me, though their steps were following feat. 
But soon a yell broke forth, and all at once 
Levelled with deadly aim. Then I had ceased 
To trouble or be troubled, and had now 
(Would I were there !) been slumbering in my grave, 
Ilad not ErscoNi with a terrible shout 
Thrown himself in between us, and exclaimed, 
Graspmg my arm, "T is bravely, nobly done ! 
Is it for deeds like these thou wear'st a sword ? 
Was this tho business that thou cam'st upon? 

— But 'tis his first offence, and let it pasa. 
Like the young tiger he has tasted blood, 
And may do much hereafter. He can strike 
Home to the hilt.' Then in an undertone, 

' Thus wouldst thou justify tho pledge I gave, 
When in the eyes of all I read distrust t 
For once,' and on his cheek, methought, I saw 
The blush of virtue, ' I will save thee, Albert ; 
Again I cannot.' " 

Ere his tale was told, 
As on the heath we lay, my ransom came ; 
And in six days, with no ungrateful mind, 
Albert was sailing on a quiet sea. 

— But the night wears, and thou art much in need 
Of rest. The young Antonio, with his torch, 

Is waiting to conduct thee to thy chamber. 
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This region, surely, is not of the earth.^ 
Was it not dropt from heaven 1 Not a grove. 
Citron or pine or cedar, not a grot 
Sea-worn and mantled with the gadding vine, 
But hreathes enchantment. Not a cliff but fiinga 
On the clear wave some image of delight, 
Some cabin-roof glowing with crimson flowers, 
Some ruined temple or fallen monument. 
To muae on as the hark is gliding by. 
And be it mine to muse there, mine to glide,"^ 
Trom daybreak, when the mountain pales his firo 
Yet more and more, and from the mountain top, 
Till then invisible, a smoke ascends. 
Solemn and slow, as erat from Ararat, 
When he, the Patriarch, who escaped the Flood, 
Was with his household sacrificing there — 
Prom daybreak to that hour, the last and best, 
When, one by one, the fishing-hoats come forth, 
Each with its glimmering lantern at the prow, 
And, when the nets are thrown, the evening-hymn 
Steals o'er the trembling waters. 

Everywhere 
Eable and truth have shed, in rivalry. 
Each her peculiar influence. Fable came 
And laughed and sung, arraying Truth in flowers, 
Like a young child her grandam. Fable came ; 
Earth, sea and sky reflecting, aa she flew, 
A thousand, thousand colors not their own : 
And at her bidding, lo ! a dark descent 
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To Tartarus, and those thrice happy fields, 
Those fields mth etber pure and purple light 
Ever invested, scenes by Mm portrayed™ 
Who here was wont to wander, here invoie 
The sacred Muses,*^ here receive, record 
What they revealed, and on the western shore 
Sleeps in a silent grove, o'erlooking thcc, 
Beloved Pabthbnope ! 

Yet here, mothinks, 
Truth wants no ornament, in her own shape 
Filling the mind by turns with awe and lovej 
By turns inclining to wild ecstasy, 
And sohereat meditation. Here the vines 
Wed each her elm, and o'er the golden grain 
Hang their luxuriant clusters, checkering 
The sunshine; where, when cooler shadows fall 
And the mild moon her fiiiry net-work weaves, 
The lute or mandoline, accompanied 
By many a voice yet sweeter than their own, 
Kindles, nor slowly ; and the dance'*^ displays 
The gentle arts and witcheries of love, 
Its hopes and feai-s and feignings, till the youth 
Drops on his knee aa vanquished, and the maid, 
Her tambourine uplifting with a grace 
Nature's, and Nature's only, bids him rise. 

But here the mighty Monarch underneath. 
He in his palace of fire, diffuses round 
A dazzling splendor. Here, imseen, unheard. 
Opening another Eden in the wild, 
His gifts he scatters ; save, when issuing forth 
In thunder, he blots out the sun, the sky, 
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And, mingling all things earthlj as in scorn, 
Esdlta the ^ alley, lays the mountain low, 
Ponrd many i torrent from his burning lake, 
And m j,i hour of univusal miith, 
What time the trump j locla ras the festival, 
Buries some cipit^l city tl mo to sleep 
The sleep of a^es — till i plough a spade. 
Disclose the scuct ind the ejt, of day 
Glares coldly on the stieets the skeletons; 
Eaeh in his place cich m hia gay attire, 
And eager to enjoy 

Let us qO round ; 
And let the sail be slack the course he slow. 
That at our leisure as we eiast along. 
We may coitcmpl te anl fiom every scene 
Receive its nflience The Clmean towers, 
There did tl cy use, sun p,ilt, and here thy groves, 
Delicious Bai^. Here (what would they not ?) 
ITie masters of the earth, unsatisfied, 
Built in the sea ; and now the boatman steers 
O'er many a crypt and vault yet glimmering, 
O'er many a broad and indestructible arch. 
The deep foundations of their palaces ; 
Nothing now heard ashore, so great the change, 
Save when the sea-mew clamors, or the owl 
Hoota in the temple. 

What the mountainous isle^ 
Seen in the south 1 "I is where a monster dwelt, ^ 
Hurling his victims from the topmost cliff; 
Then and then only mercifal, so slow, 
So subtle, were the tortures they endured. 
Fearing and feared he lived, cursing and cursed ; 
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And still the dungeons in the rock breathe out 

Darknesa, distemper. Strange, that one so vile™ 

Should from hia den strike terror through the world ; 

Should, where withdrawn in his decrepitude, 

Say to the noblest, he they where they might, 

" Go from tlie earth ! " and from the earth they went. 

Yet such thinga were — and will be, when mankind, 

Losing all virtue, lose all energy ; 

And for the loss incur the penalty, 

Trodden down and trampled. 

Let us turn the prow, 
And in the track of him who went to die ^ 
Traverse this valley of watcra, landing where 
A waking dream awaits us. At a step 
Two thousand years roll backward, and we stand, 
Like those so long within that awful place,^ 
Immovable, nor asking, Can it he 1 

Once did I linger there alone till day 
Closed, and at length the calm of twilight came, 
So grateful, yet so soienm ! At the fount, 
Just where the three ways meet, I stood and looked 
('T was near a nohle house, the house of Pansa),^ 
And all was still as in the long, long night 
That followed, when the shower of ashes fell, 
When they that sought Pompeii sought in vain ; 
It waa not to be found. But now a ray. 
Bright and yet brighter, on the pavement g 
And on the wheel-track worn for centuries, 
And on the stepping-stones from side to side, 
O'er which the maidens, with their water-urns, 
Were wont to trip so lightly. Full and clear, 
The moon was rismg, and at once revealed 
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The name of every dweller, and his craft ; 
Shining throughout with an unusual lustre, 
And lighting up this city of the dead 

Mark, where within, as though the embers lived. 
The ample chimney-vault li dun wJth smoke. 
There dwelt a miller ; silent an<I at lest 
IDs mill-stones now. In old companionship 
Still do they stand as on the day he went, 
Each ready for its office — but he cornea not. 
And there, hard by (where one in idleness 
lias stopt to scrawl a ship, an armed man ; 
And in a tablet on the wall we read 
Of shows ere long to be) a sculptor wrou_ght, 
Nor meanly ; blocks, half-chiselled into hfe, 
"Waiting his call. — Hero long, as yet attests 
The trodden floor, an olive-merchant drew 
From many an earthen jar, no more supplied ; 
And here from his a vintner served his gaests 
Largely, the stain of his o'erflowing cups 
Fresh on the marble. On the bench, beneath, 
They sate and quafied and looked on them that passec 
Gravely discussing the last news from Rome. 

But, lo ! engraven on the threshold-stone, 
That word of courtesy so sacred once, 
Hail ! At a master's greeting we may enter. 
And, lo ! a fiiiry-palace ; eveiywhere. 
As through the courts and chambers we advance. 
Floors of mosaic, walls of arabesque, 
And columns clustermg in patrician splendor. 
But hark, a footstep ! May we not intrude 1 
And now, methinks, I hear a gentle laugh, 
And gentle voices mingling a^ 
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THE BAG OF GOLD. 

— And now a harp-string as struck carelessly, 
And now — along the corridor it comes — 
I cannot err, a, filling as of baths ! 
— Ah, no ! 'tis but a mockery of the sense, 
Idle and vain ! We are but where wo were | 
Still wandering in a city of the dead ! 



THE BAG OF GOLD. 

I DISS very often with the good old Cardinal * *, and, 
I should add, witi his cats ; for they always sit at his table, 
and are much the gravest of the company. Hia beaming 
countenance makes us forget hia age;=^ nor did I ever see 
it clouded till yesterday, when, as we were contemplating 
the sunset from his terrace, he happened, in tho course of 
our conversation, to allude to an affecting circumatance in 
his early life. 

He had just left the University of Palermo, and was 
entering the army, when he became acquainted with a 
young lady of great beauty and merit, a Sicilian of a fam- 
ily as iHuatrious as his own. Living near each other, they 
were often together ; and, at an age like theirs, friendship 
soon turns to love But his father, for what reason I for- 
get, refused hia consent to their union ; tin, alarmed at tho 
declining health of his son, he promised to oppose it no 
longer, if, after a separation of three years, they continued 
as much in love aa ever. 

Eclying on that promise, he said, I set out on a lonf 

journey ; hut in my absence the usual arts were resorted to° 

Our letters were intercepted ; and false rumors were spread 

— first of my indifference, then of my inconstancy, then of 

34 
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my marriage with a rich heiress of Sienna ; and, when at 
length I returned to maJie her my own, I found her in a 
convent of Ursulino Nuns. She had taien the veil ; and 
I, said he with a sigh — what else remained for me ? — I 
went info the church. 

Yet many, he continued, as if to turn the conversation, 
very many have been liappy, though we were not ; and, if I 
am not abusing an old man's privilege, let me tell you a, 
story with a better catastrophe. It was told to me when a 
boy ; and you may not be unwilling to hear it, for it bears 
some resemblance to that of the Merchant of Venice. 

We were now arrived at a pavilion that commanded one 
of the noblest prospects imaginable ; the mountains, the 
sea, and the islands illuminated by the last beams of day ; 
and, sitting down there, he proceeded with his usual vivac- 
ity ; for the sadness that had come across him was gone. 

There lived in the fourteenth century, near Boloona, a 
widow-lady of the Lambertini iamUy, called Madonna Lu- 
CREZIA, who in a revolution of the state had known the 
bitterness of poverty, and had even begged her bread ; 
kneeling day after day like a statue at the gate of the cathe- 
dral ; her rosary in her left hand and her right held out for 
charity, her long black veil concealing a hce that had once 
adorned a court, and had received the homage of as many 
sonnets as Petrarch has written on Laura. 

But Fortune had at last relented ; a legacy from a distant 
relation had come to her relief ; and she was now the mis- 
tress of a small inn at the foot of the Apenniues, where 
she entertained as well as she could, and where those only 
stopped who were contented with a little. The house was 
still standing when in my youth I passed that way; though 
the sign of the White Croas,^ the Cross of the Hospitallers, 
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THE BAG OP GOLD. rfyU 

■was no longer to be seen over the door ; a aign which she 
had taJten, if we may believe the tradition there, in honor 
of a maternal uncle, a grand-master of that order, whose 
achievements in Palestine she would sometimes relate. A 
mountain-stream ran through the gai-den ; and, at no great 
distance, where the road turned on its way to Bologna, 
stood a little cUapel in which a lamp was always burning 
before a picture of the Virgin,— a picture of great anti- 
quity, the work of some Greek artist. 

Here she was dwelling, respected by all who knew her, 
when an event took place which threw her into the deepest 
affliction. It was at noon-day in September that three foot- 
trarellera arrived, and, seating themselves on a bench under 
her vine-trellis, were supplied with a flagon of Aloatico by 
a lovely girl, her only child, the image of her former self. 
The eldest spoke like a Venetian, and his beard was short, 
and pointed after the fiishion of Venice. In his demeanor 
he affected great courtesy, but his look inspired little con- 
fidence ; for, when he smiled, which he did continually, it 
was with his lips only, not with his eyes ; and they were 
always turned fi'om yours. His companions were bluff 
and frank in their manner, and on their tongues had many a 
soldier's oath. In their hats they wore a medal, such as in 
that age was often distributed in war ; and they were evi- 
dently subalterns in one of those free bands which were 
always ready to serve in any quai'rel, if a service it could 
be called where a battle was little more than a mockery, 
and the slain, as on an opera-stage, were up and fighting 
to-morrow. Overcome with the heat, they threw aside 
their cloaks, and, with their gloves tucked under their 
belts, continued for some time in earnest conversation. 

At length they rose to go ; and the Venetian thus, ad- 
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, tlieir lioste*'?- "Excellent lai^y, may we leave 
under your ro f for a di> or two, this bog of gold'.'" 
"You may, ahe replied gayly. "But remember, wo 
fiisten only witl i lat^^h Bara aad bolta we haye none in 
our village ; and if we had, where would be your Becur- 
itjl" ' In your woi 1 lady." 

" But what if I died to ni^ht ' Vi here woul 1 it be 
then 1 " said she hughing TI e mot ey w uld ^o to the 
church ; for njne could claim it 

"Perhaps you will favor ua w th n cknoT\ le Igment 
"If you will writ* it 

Au acknowle lf,ment was wt tten ■^ecoidrnpil^ anl she 
signed it bef le Master Baitulo the village physician who 
had just calle 1 on lu^ mule to Lam the news of the Iiy 
the gold to be delnered when ipplied loi but to be ile 
livered (these weie tht. Tvords) not to me — nor to two — 
but to the three woils wisely ntioduccl by thoau to 
whom it belonged knowing what they knew of ed*h (ther 
The gold they had lust released from a misei s chest m 
Pbbl'GIA ; anl they weie non on a scent thit prDmjatl 

They and their shadows weie no sooner deputed th-ui 
the Venetian letumed saym^, G vo me leave to let my 
seal on the bag as the otlieia have dot e ml she jlactd 
it on a table before him Put in that iioment she was 
called away to receive a cavalier ■wh had just dismounted 
from his hoise md when she came bick it wa'- gone 
The temptation had proved irresistible ind the mm anl 
the money had vanished together. 

" Wretched woman that I am ! " she cried, as in an agony 
of grief she threw herself on her daughter's neck, "what 
will become of us? Arc wc again to be cast out into the 
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wide woi-Id 1 . . Unhappy child, would that thou hadst never 
been boiii ! " and all day long she lamented; but her tears 
availed her little. The others were not slow in returning to 
claim their due; and there were no tidings of the thief j he 
had fled far aivay witli hia pluoder. A process against her 
was instantly begiin in Bologna ; and what defence could 
she mate, — how release herself from the obligation of the 
bond ? Wilfully cr in negligence she had parted with the 
gold, — she had parted with it to one, when she should have 
kept it for all ; and inevitable ruin awaited her ! " Go, 
GiANETTA," said she to her daughter, " take this veil which 
your mother has worn and wept under so often, and implore 
the counsellor Calderino to plead for ua on the day of trial. 
He is generous, and will listen to the unfortunate. But, if 
he will not, go from door to door ; Monaldi cannot refuse 
U3. Make haste, my child; but remember the chapel as 
yon pass by it. Nothing prospers without a prayer." 

Alas ! she went, but in vain. These were retained against 
them ; those demanded more than they had to give ; and all 
bade them despair. What was to be done 1 No advocate ; 
and the cause to come on to-morrow ! 

Now GiANETTA had a lover ; and he was a student of the 
law, a young man of great promise, Lokbnzo Maktelli. 
He had studied long and diligently under that learned 
lawyer, Giovanki Andbeas, who, though little of stature, 
was great in renown, and by hia contemporaries was called 
the Arch-doctor, the Kabbi of Doctors, the Light of the 
World. Under him he had studied, sitting on the same 
bench with Petrarch; and also under his daughter Novella, 
who would often lecture to tlie acholars when her fother waa 
otherwise engaged, placing herself behind a small curtain 
lest her beauty should divert their thoughts from the aub- 
!?4- 
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jectj a precaution in this instance at least nnnecessary, 
Lorenzo having lost hig heart to another.'^ 

To him she flies in her necessity ; hut of what assistance 
can he be 1 He has just taken bis place at the bar, but he 
has never spoken ; and how stand up alone, unpractised and 
unprepared as he is, against an array that would alarm the 
most experienced 1 — " Were I as mighty as I am weak," 
said he, "my fears for you would make me as nothing. 
But I wiU be there, Gianbtta ; and may the Friend of the 
friendless give me strength in that hour ! Even now my 
heart feils me ; but, come what will, while I have a loaf to 
share you and your mother shall never want. I will beg 
through the world for you," 

The day arrives, and the court assembles. The claim is 
stated, and the evidence given. And now the defence is 
called for — but none is made; not a syllable is uttered; 
and, after a pause and a consultation of some mmutes, the 
judges are proceeding to give judgment, silence having been 
proclaimed m the court, when Loebnzo rises and thus ad- 
dresses them: " Reverend signors. Young as I am, may I 
venture to speak before you 1 I would speak in behalf of 
one who has none else to help her ; and I will not keep you 
long. Much has been said ; much on the sacred nature of 
the obligation — and we acknowledge it in its full force. Let 
it be fulfilled, and to the last letter. It is what we solicit, 
what we require. But to whom is the bag of gold to be 
delivered? What says the bond? Not to one — not to two — 
but to the three. Let the three stand fortli and claim it." 

From that day (for who can doubt the issue ?) none 
were sought, none employed, but the subtle, the eloquent 
Lorenzo. Wealtli followed fame ; nor need I say how soon 
he sat at hi? marriage-feast, or who sat beside him. 
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L CUAKACIER. 



A CHARACTER. 



One of two things Montrioli may have, 

My envy or compassion. Both he cannot. 

Yet on he goes, numbering aa miaeries 

What least of all he wonld consent to lose, 

What most indeed he prides himself upon, 

And, for not having, most despises me. 

" At mora the minister exacts an hour; 

At noon, tlie king. Then comes tlie council-board ; 

And then the chase, the supper. When, ah ! ■when, 

The leisure and the liberty I sigh for? 

Not when at home ; at home a miscreant crew. 

That now no longer serve me, mine the service. 

And then that old hereditary bore, 

The steward, his stories longer than his rent-roll, 

Who enters, quill in ear, and, one by one. 

As though I lived to write and wrote to live. 

Unrolls his leases for my signature." 

He clanks his fetters to disturb my peace. 
Yet who would wear them^ and become the slave 
Of wealth and power, renouncing willingly 
His freedom, and the hours that fly so fast, 
A burden or a curse when misemployed, 
But to the wise how precious — every day 
A little life, a blank to be inscribed 
With gentle deeds, such as in after-time 
Console, rejoice, whene'er we turn the leaf 
To read them 1 All, wherever in the scale, 
Have, bo they high or low, or rich or poor, 
Inherit they a sheep-hook or a sceptre. 
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Much to be grateful for ; but most has be, 
Born in that middle sphere, that temperate zone. 
Where Knowledge lights his lamp, there most secure, 
And Wisdom comes, if ever, she who dwells 
Above the clouds, above the firmament, 
That seraph sitting in the heaven of heavens. 

What men most covet, wealth, distinction, power, 
Are baubles nothing worth, that only serve 
To rouse us up, as children in the schools 
Are roused up to exertion. The reward 
Is in the race wc run, not in the prize ; 
And they, the few, that have it ere they earn it. 
Having, by favor or inheritance, 
These dangerous gifts placed in their idle hands. 
And all that should await on worth well-tried, 
All in the glorious days of old reserved 
For manhood most mature or reverend age. 
Know not, nor ever can, the generous pride 
That glows in him who on himself relies, 
Entering the lists of life. 



P^STUM. 

They stand bctw^cen the mountains and the sea;" 
Awful memorials, but of whom we know not ! 
The seaman, passing, gazes from the deck. 
The bufialo -driver, in his shaggy cloak. 
Points to the work of magic and moves on. 
Time ivas they stood along the crowded street, 
Temples of gods ! and on their ample steps 
What various habits, various tongues, beset 
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The brazen gates for prayer and a; 

'lime was perhaps the Third was sought for justice ; 

And here the accuser stood, and there the accused ; 

And here the judges sate, and heard, and judged. 

All silent now ! — as in the ages past. 

Trodden under foot and mingled, dust with dust. 

How manj centuries did the sun go round 
From Mount Albuencs to the Tyerheke sea, 
While, by some spell rendered invisible. 
Or, if approached, approached by him alone 
Who saw as though he saw not, they remained 
As in the darkness of a sepulchre. 
Waiting the appointed time ! All, all within 
Pi-oekims that Nature had resumed her rightj 
And taken to herself what man renounced ; 
No cornice, ti'iglyph, or worn abacus. 
But with thick ivy hung or branching fern; 
Their iron-brown o'erspread with brightest verdure .' 

From my youth upward have I longed to tread 
This classic ground. — And am I here at last ? 
Wandering at will through the long porticos, 
And catching, as through some majestic grove, 
Now the blue ocean, and now, chaos-liko, 
Mountains and mountain- gulfs, and, half-way up, 
Towns like the living rock from which they grew 1 
A cloudy region, bhiclc and desolate, 
Where once a slave withstood a world in arma.'™ 

The air is sweet with violets, running wild ^ 
'Mid broken friezes and fallen capitals ; 
Sweet as when Tullt, writing down his thoughts, 
Those thoughts so precious and so lately lost ^ 
(Turning to thee, divine Philosophy, 
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Ever at hand to calm his troubled soul), 

Sailed slowly hy, two thousand years ago, 

i'or Athens ; when a ship, if northnsast winds 

Blew from the P^stan gardens, slacked her course. 

On as he moved along the level shore, 
These temples, in their splendor eminent 
'Mid arcs and obelisks, and domes and towers, 
Reflecting back the radiance of the west. 
Well might he dream of Glory ! — Now, coiled up, 
The serpent sleeps within them ; the she-wolf 
Suckles her young : and, as alone I stand 
In this, the nobler pile, the elements 
Of earth and air its only floor and roof, 
How solemn is the stillness ! Nothing stirs 
Save the shrill-voiced cicala flitting round 
On the rough pediment to sit and sing ; 
Or the green lizard rustling through the grass, 
And up tlie fluted shaft. with short quick spring, 
To vanish in the chinks that Time has made. 

In such an hour as this, the sun's broad disk 
Seen at his setting, and a flood of light 
Filling the courts of these old sanctuaries 
(Gigantic shadows, broken and confused, 
Athwart the innumerable columns flung) — 
In such an hour he came, who saw and told, 
Led by the mighty genius of the place.*" 

Walls of some capital city first appeared. 
Half razed, half sunk, or scattered as in acorn ; 
— And what witliin them? what but in the midst 
These Three in more than their original grandeur. 
And, round about, no stone upon another 1 
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As if the spoiler hud fallen back in fciir, 
And, turning, left tiiem to tlie elements. 
'T h said a sti-anger in the days of old 
(Some say a DoRiAN, soaie a Sybarite ; 
But distant things are ever lost in clouds) — 
'T is said a stranger came, and, idth his plough, 
Traced out the site ; and Posidosia rose,'*' 
Severely gi-cat, Neptune the tutelir god ; 
A Homer's language murmuring in her streets, 
And in her haven many a mast from Tyre. 
Then came another, an unbidden guest. 
He knocked and entered with a train in arms ; 
And all was changed, her very name and language ! 
The Tyrian merchant, shippmg at his door 
Ivory and gold, and silk, and fi-mkincensc 
Sailed aa before, but, sailing, ciied, " For P e^tum ! ' 
And now a Virgil, now an Ovid sung 
Pjestcm's twice-blowmg roses while withm. 
Parents and children mourned — and, eveiy year 
('T was on the day of some old testiv \\) 
Met to give way to t«ars, and once again 
Talk in the ancient tongue of things gone by.** 
At length an Arab climbed the battlements, 
Slaying the sleepers in the dead of night ; 
And from all eyes the glorious vision fled ! 
Leaving a place lonely and dangerous, 
Where whom the robber spares, a deadlier foe'"' 
Strikes at unseen — and at a time when joy 
Opens the heart, when sumaier-skies are blue, 
And the clear air is soft and delicate ; 
For then the demon works — ■ then with that air 
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The thoughtless wretch drinks in a subtle poison 
Lulling to sleep ; and, when he sleeps, he dies. 

But what are these still standing in the midst? 
The earth has rocked beneath ; the thunder-bolt 
Passed through and through, and left its traces there; 
Yet still they stand as by some untno^ii charter ! 
0, they are Nature's own ! and, as allied 
To the YSbst mountains and the eternal sea. 
They want no written history ; theirs a voice 
Forever speakmg to the heart of man ! 



He who sets sail from Naples, when the wind 
Blows fragrance from Posinpo, may soon, 
Crossing from side to side that beautiful lako, 
Land underneath the cliff where, once among 
The children gathering shells along the shore. 
One laughed and played, unconscious of his fate;* 
His to drink deep of sorrow, and, through life, 
To be the scorn of them that knew him not, 
Trampling alike the giver and his gift, 
The gift a pearl precious, inestimable, 
A lay divine, a lay of love and war, 
To charm, ennoble, and, from age to age, 
Sweeten the labor when the oar was plied 
Or on the Adriax or the Tuscah sea. 

There would I linger — then go forth again, 
And hover round that region unexplored. 
Where to Salvatob {when, as some relaf«. 
By chance or choice he led a bandit's life, 
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Yet oft Tvithdrew, alono and unobserved, 
To wander through those awful solitudes) 
Nature revealed herself. Unveiled she stood 
In all her wildness, all her majesty, 
Aa in that elder time ere man was made. 

There would I linger — then go forth again; 
And he ivho steers due east, doubling the cape, 
Discovers, in a crevice of the rock. 
The fishing-town, Amalfi. Haply there 
A heaving bark, an anchor on the strand, 
May tell him what it is ; but what it was 
Cannot be told so soon.™ 

Tlie time has been, 
\Vlien on the quays along the Syrian coast 
'T was asked, and eagerly, at break of daivn, 
" What ships are fi'om AsiALri 1 " when her coins, 
Silver and gold, circled from clime to clime ; 
From Alexandria southward to Sbnnaar, 
And eastward, through Damascus and Cabul 
And Samaroand, to thy great wall, Cathay.™ 

Then were the nations by her wisdom swayed ; 
And every crime on every sea was judged 
According to her judgments. In her port 
Prows, strange, uncouth, from Nile and NiUBR met, 
People of various feature, various speech ; 
And in their countries many a houss of prayer, 
And many a shelter, where no shelter was, 
And many a well, like Jacob's in the wild, 
Kose at her bidding. Then in Palestine, 
By the way-side, in sober grandeur stood 
A hospital, that, night and day, received 
The pilgrims of the west; and, when 'twas asked. 
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" Who are the noble foundei's 1 " every tongue 
At once replied, " The merchanfa of Amalfi." 
That hospital, when Godfrby scaled the walls. 
Sent forth its holy men in complete steel ; 
And hence, the cowl relinquished for the helm, 
That chosen band, valiant, invincible, 
So long renowned as champions of the croaS; 
In RuoDKS, in Malta. 

For three hundred years 
There, unapproached but from the deep, they dwelt ; 
Assailed forever, yet from age to age 
Acknowledging no maater. From the deep 
They gathered in their harvests ; bringing home, 
Id. the same ship, relics of ancient Greece, 
That land of glory where their fathers lay, 
Grain from the golden vales of Sicily,"" 
And Indian spices. Through the civilized world 
Their credit waa ennobled into feme ; 
And, when at length they fell, they left mankind 
A legacy, compared with which the wealth 
Of Eastern kings — what is it in tbe scale ? — 
The mariner's compass. 

They are now forgot, 
And with them all they did, all they endured, 
Struggling with fortune. When Sicardi stood 
On his high deck, his fiilchion in his hand. 
And, with a shout like thunder, cried, " Come forth, 
And serve me m Salerno ! " forth they came. 
Covering the sea, a mournful spectacle ; 
The women wailing, and the heavy oar 
Falling unheard. Not thus did they return,"'^ 
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MO^'lE CASSINO. 4 

The tyrant slain; thougli then the grass of years 
Grew in their streets. 

There now to him who sails 
Under the shore, a few white villages 
Scattered abore, helow, some iu tJie clouds, 
Some on the margin of the dark-blue sea 
And glittering through their lemon-groves, announce 
The region of Amalfi. Then, haif-fellen, 

A lonely watch-tower on the precipice, 
Their ancient landmark, comes. Long may it last ; 
And to the seaman in a distant age, 
Though now he little tliinks how large his debt. 
Serve for their monument ! ""^ 



MONTE CASSIN0.3I 



"What hangs behind that curtain?""'^ — "Woul 

learn 1 
If thou art wise, thou wouldst not. 'T is by some 
Believed to be his master-work who looked 
Beyond the grave, and on the chapel-wall, 
As though the day were come, were come and past, 
Drew the Last Judgment."'" But the wisest err. 
He who in secret wrought, and gave it life, 
For life is surely there and ,visible change,'" 
Life such as none could of himself impart 
(They who behold it go not as they came. 
But meditate for many and many a day). 
Sleeps in the vault beneath. We know not much; 
But what we know we will communicate. 
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'T is in an ancient record of the houae ; 

And may it make thee tremble, lest thou fall ! 

Once — on a Chris tmas-eve — ere yet the roof 
Rung with the hymn of the Natiyitj, 
There came a stranger to the coo vent- gate, 
And asked admittince ; ever and anon, 
As if ho sought what most he feared to find, 
Looking behind him. When within the walls, 
These walls so sacred and inviolate, 
Still did he look behind him ; oft and long, 
With curling, quivering lip and haggard eye, 
Catching at vacancy. Between the fits, 
For here, 't is said, he lingered while he lived, 
He would discourse, and with a mastery, 
A charm by none resisted, none explained, 
Unfelt before ; but when his cheek grew pale 
(Nor was the respite longer, if so long, 
Than while a shepherd in the vale below 
Counts, as he folds, five hundred of his flock), 
All was forgotten. Then, howe'er employed. 
He would break off and start as if he caught 
A glimpse of something that would not be gone ; 
And turn and gaze and shrink into himself, 
As though the fiend were there, and, face to face. 
Scowled o'er his shoulder. 

Most devout he was ; 
Most unremitting in the services ; 
Then, only then, untroubled, unassaUed; 
And, to beguile a melancholy hour, 
Would sometimes exercise that noble art 
He learnt in Florence ; with a master's hand, 
As to this day tlie sacristy attests. 
Painting the wonders of the Apocalypse, 
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At length he sunk to rest, and in his cell 
Left, when he went, a work in secret done, 
The portrait, for a portrait it must be. 
That banga behind the curtain. Whence he drew, 
None hero can doubt ; for they that come to catch 
The faintest glimpse — to catch it and be gone — 
Gaze aa he gazed, then shrink into themselves, 
Acting the self-same part. But why 't was drawn, 
Whether, in penance, to atone for guilt, 
Or to record the anguish guilt inflicts, 
Or, haply, to familiarize liis mind 
With what he could not fly frcm, none can say. 
For none could learn the burden of his soul." 



THE HARPER. 

It was a harper, wandering with hia harp, 
His only treasure ; a majestic man. 
By time and grief ennobled, not subdued ; 
Though from his height descending, day by day, 
And, as his upward look at onee betrayed, 
Blind aa old Homer. At a fount he sate, 
Well known to many a weary traveller ; 
His little guide, a boy not seven years old. 
Bat grave, considerate beyond his years, 
Sitting beside him. Each had ate liis crust 
In silence, drinking of the virgin-spring; 
And now in silence; as their custom was. 
The sun's decline awaited. 

But the child 
Was worn witli travel. Heavy sleep weighed down 
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His eyelids ; and the grandsire, when we came, 
Emholdened by his love and by his fear, 
His fear lest night o'crtalie them on the road, 
Humbly besought me to convey them both 
A little onward. Such small services 
Wlio can refuse ? — Not I ; and him who can, 
Blest though he he with every earthly gift, 
I cannot envy. He, if wealth be his, 
Knows not its uses. So from noon till night, 
Within a crazed and tattered vehicle,^'*' 
That yet displayed, in rich emblazonry, 
A shield as splendid as the Bakdi wear,^'^ 
We lumbered on together ; the old man 
Beguiling many a league of half its length, 
When questioned the adventures of his life, 
And all the dangers he had undergone i 
His shipwrecks on inhospitable coasts, 
And his long warfare. — They were bound, he said, 
To a great fair at Ee&gio ; and the boy, 
Believing all the world were to be there. 
And I among the rest, let loose his tongue, 
And promised me much pleasure. His short trance 
Short as it was, had, like a charmed cup, 
Restored his spirit, and, as on we crawled, 
Slow as the snail (my muleteer dismounting, 
And now his mules addressing, now hia pipe, 
And now Luigi), he poured out hia heart. 
Largely repaying me. At length the sun 
Departed, setting in a sea of gold ; 
And, as we gazed, he bade nie rest assured 
That like the setting would the rising be. 
Their harp — it had a voice oracular, 
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And in the desert, in the crowded street, 
Spoke ^vhen ognsultal It tlio trehle chord 
Twingcl shiiU anl okai o er hill and dale they went, 
The giandsiie step by step led hj the child ; 
Anl not a, rain-4iop fioni a passing cloud 
Fell m their Raiments Thus it spoke to-daj; 
Inspringjcj ml in the young one's mind, 
Urightemng a path already lull of sunshine. 



THE FELUOCA.3^ 

Day glimmered ; and beyond the precipice 
(Which my mule followed as in lovo with fear, 
Or as in scorn, yet more and more inclining 
To tempt the danger where it menaced most) 
A sea of vapor rolled. Meth'ouglit we went 
Along the utmost edge of this, our world, 
And tlio next step had hurled us headlong down 
Into the wild and infinite abyss ; 
But soon the surges fled, and we descried, 
Nor dimly, though the lark was silent yet, 
Thy gulf, La Spezzia. Ere the morning-gun, 
Ere tJie first day -streak, we alighted there; 
And not a breath, a murmur ! Every sail 
Slept in the offing. Yet along the shore 
Great was the stir ; as at the noontide hoar. 
None unemployed. Where from its native rock 
A streamlet, clear and full, ran to the sea, 
The maidens knelt and sung as they were wont. 
Washing their garments. Where it met the tide, 
Sparkling and lost, an ancient pinnace lay 
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Keel upward, and the fagot hlazed, the tar 
Fumed from the caldroa ; wliile, beyond the fort, 
Whither I wandered, step by step led on, 
The fishers di-agged their net, the fish within 
At every heave fluttering and full of life, 
At every heave striking their silver fins 
'Gainst the dark meshes. 

Soon a hoatman'a shout 
Reechoed ; and red bonnets ou the beach. 
Waving, recalled mo. We embarked and left 
That nohle haven, where, when Genoa reigned, 
A hundred galleys sheltered — in the day 
When lofty spirit met, and, deck to deck, 
DORIA, PrSANi^ fought: that narrow field 
Ample enough for glory. On we went, 
RufBing with many an oar the crystalline sea. 
On from the rising to the setting sun 
In silence — underneath a mountain-ridge, 
Untamed, untamable, reflecting round 
The saddest purple ; nothing to be seen 
Of life or culture, save where, at the foot, 
Some village and its church, a scanty lino. 
Athwart the wave gleamed faintly. Fear of ill 
Narrowed our course, fear of the hurricane, 
And that still greater scourge, the crafty Moor, 
Who, like a tiger prowling for his prey. 
Springs and is gone, and on the advei^e coast 
(Where Tripoli and Tunis and Alwibrs 
Forge fetters, and white turbans on the mole 
Gather whene'er the ci-escent comes displayed 
Over the cross) his human merchandise 
To many a curious, many a cruel eye 
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Exposes. Ah ! how oft, where now the sun 

Slept on the shore, have ruthless scimitars 

Flashed through the lattice, and a swarthy crew 

Dragged forth, ere long to number them for sale, 

Ere long to part them in their agony, 

Parent and child ! How oft, where noiv we rode ^^ 

Over the billow, has a wretched son. 

Or yet more wretched sire, grown gray in chains, 

Labored, his hands upon the oar, his eyes 

Upon the land — the land that gave him birth ; 

And, as he gazed, his homestall through his tears 

Fondly imagined ; when a Christian ship 

Of war appearing in her bravery, 

A voice in anger cried, " Use all your strength ! " 

But when, ah ! when do they that can, forbear 
To crush the unresisting 1 Strange, that men. 
Creatures so frail, so soon, alas ! to die. 
Should have the power, tiie will to nialie this world 
A dismal prison-house, and life itself. 
Life in its prime, a burden and a curse 
To him who never wronged them ! Who that breathes 
Would not, when first he heard it, turn away 
As iirom a tale monstrous, incredible 'I 
Surely a sense of our mortality, 
A consciousness how soon we shall be gone, 
Or, if we linger — but a few sliort years — 
How sure to look upon our brother's grave, 
Should of itself incline to pity and love, 
And prompt us rather to assist, relieve, 
Than aggravate the evils each is heir to. 

At length the day departed, and the moon 
Eose like another sun, illumining 
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Waters and woods and cloud-capt promontories, 

Glades for a liermit'a cell, a lady's bower. 

Scenes of Elysium, such as Night alone 

Reveals below, nor often — scenes that fled 

As at the waving of a wizard's wand, 

And left behind them, as their parting gift, 

A thousand nameless odors. AH was atill ; 

And now the nightingale her song poured forth 

In such a torrent of heart-felt delight, 

So fast it flowed, her tongue so voluble, 

As if she thought her hearers would be gone 

Ere half was told. 'T was where in the north-weet, 

Still unassailed and unassailable. 

Thy pharos, Gesoa, first displayed itself, 

Burning in stillness on its craggy seat ; 

That guiding star so oft the only one, 

When those now glowing in tlie azure vault 

Are dark and silent. 'T was where o'er the sea 

(For we were now within a cable's length) 

Delicious gardens hung ; gi-ecn galleries, 

And marble terraces in many a flight, 

And feiry arches flung from clifl" to cliff, 

Wildering, enchanting ; and, above them all, 

A palace, auch as somewhere in the East, 

In Zenastan or Aj-aby the bleat, 

Among its golden groves and fruits of gold, 

And fountains scattering rainbows in the aky. 

Rose, when Aladdin rubbed the wondrous lamp ; 

Such, if not fairer ; and, when we shot by, 

A scene of revelry, in long array 

As with the radiance of a setting aun, 

Tile windows blazing. But we now approached 

A city far-renowned ; and wonder ceased. 
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Tnis house ivaa Andrea Doria's.'^ Here he lived;* 
And here at eve relaxing, when ashore, 



Heldn 



many a grave 



With them that sought him, walking to aaA fro 
Aa on his deck. 'T ia less in length and hreadth 
Than many a cabin in a ship of war ; 
Bat 't is of marble, and at once inspires 
The reverence due to ancient dignity. 

He left it for a better ; and 't is now 
A house of trade, '^ the meanest merchandise 
Cumbering its floors. Yet, ialleu aa it is, 
'Tia still the noblest dwelhng — even in Genoa! 
And hadst thou, Andrea, lived there to the last, 
Thou hadat done well ; for there is that without. 
That in the wall, which monarchs could not give, 
Nor thou take with tbee, — that which says aloud, 
It was thy country's gift to her deliverer. 

'T is in the heart of Genoa (he who comes, 
Must come on foot), and in a place of stir ; 
Men on their daily business, early and late. 
Thronging thy very threshold. But, when there, 
Thou wert among thy fellow-citizens. 
Thy children, for they hailed tliee as their sire ; 
And on a spot thou must have loved, for there, 
Calling them round, thou gav'st them more than life, 
Giving what, lost, makes life not worth the keeping. 
There thou didst do indeed an act divine ; 
Nor couldst thou leave thy door or enter in, 
Without a blessing on thee. 
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Tliou art now 
Again among them. Thy brave marinera, 
They who had fought so often by thy aide, 
Staining the moantain-billows, bore thee back ; 
And thou art sleeping in thy funeral-chamber. 

Thine was a gloi-ioua coui-se ; but couldst thou there, 
Clad in tliy cere-cloth — in that silent vault, 
Where thou art gathered to thy ancestors — 
Open thy secret heart and tell ua all, 
Then should we hear thee with a sigh confess, 
A sigh how heavy, that thy happiest hours 
Were passed before these sacred walls were left, 
Before the ocean-wave thy wealth reflected, =^ 
And pomp and power drew envy, stirring up 
The ambitious man,"^'' that in a perilous hour 
Fell from the plank. 



MARCO GRIFFOXI. 



War is a game at which all are sui'e to lose, sooner or 
later, play they how they will ; yet every nation has de- 
lighted in war, and none more, in their day, than the little 
republic of Genoa, whose galleys, while she had any, were 
always burning and sinkmg those of the Pisane, the Vene- 
tians, the Greeks, or the Turks; Christian and Infidel 
alike to her. 

But experience, when dearly bought, is seldom thrown 
away altogether. A moment of sober reflection came at 
last ; and, after a victory the most splendid and ruinous of 
any in her annals, she resolved from that day and forever 
to live at peace with all mankind ; having in her long career 
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acquired nothing but glory and a tax on every article of 
life. 

Peace &ime, but witli none of its blessings. No stir in 
the hai-bor, no merchandise in the mart or ou the quay ; no 
song as the shuttle was thrown or the ploughshare broke 
the furrow. The frenzy had left a languor more alarmmg 
than itself. Yet the burden must be borne, the tajces be 
gathered ; and, year after year, they lay like a curse on 
the land, the prospect on every side growing darker and 
darker, till an old man entered the senate^house on his 
crutches, and all was chanifed. 

Makco Griefosi was the last of an ancient family, 
a family of royal merchants; and the richest citizen in 
Genoa, perhaps in Europe. His parents dying while yet 
he lay in the cradle, bis wealth had accumulated from the 
year of hia birth ; and so noble a use did he make of it 
when he arrived at manhood, that wherever he went he 
■was followed by the blessings of the people. He would 
often say, " I hold it only in trust for others ;" hut Genoa 
was then at her old amusement, and the work grew on his 
hands. Strong as he was,. the evil he had to struggle with 
iras stronger than he. His cheerfulness, his alacrity, left 
him ; and, having lifted up his voice for peace, he with- 
drew at once from the sphere of life he had moTed in — to 
become, a,=i it were, another man 

^ From that time, and for full fifty years, he ti as to be seen 
Bitting, bko one of the founders of his house, at his desk 
among his money-bags, in a naiTow street near the Porto 
Franco ; and he. who in a famine had filled the granaries 
of tlie state, sending to Sicily, and even to Egypt, now lived 
only as for his heirs, though there were none to inherit ; 
givhig no longer to any, hut k-nding to all — to the rich 

m 
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on their bonds and the poor on their 
the highest rate, and exacting with tho utmost rigor. No 
longer relieving the miaerable, he sought only to enrich 
himself Ij their misery ; and there he sate in his gown of 
frieze, till every finger was pointed at him in passing, and 
every tongue exclaimed, " There sits the miser ! " 

Uut in that character, and amidst all that obloquy, he was 
still the same as ever, still acting to the best of his judg- 
ment for the good of his fellow-citizens- and when the 
measure of tJieireakmities was full — when peace hilcome, 
but had come to no purpose, tnd the lesson as h flittered 
himself, was graven deep in then mmds— then but not till 
then, though his hair had long grown griy he threw off the 
mask and gave up all he bpd to -innihilite at i blow- his 
great and cruel adversaries,"*" tl ose t \cs which when ez- 
cessive, break the hearls of tie people a glorious achieve- 
ment for an individual, though i bJoodlcbS o c ani such as 
only can be conceived possible n i mall cun i m ty like 
theirs. 

Alas ! how little did he know of humit n tuie How 
little had he reflected on the luling passion of his country- 
men, so injurious to others, and at length so titil to them- 
selves ! Almost instantly they giew anogant and quarrel- 
some; almostinstantly they were in arms again; and, before 
the statue was up that had been voted to his memory, every 
tax, if we may believe the historian,^'' was laid on as before, 
to awaken vain regrets and wise resolutions. 
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A FAREWELL.^ 



Ahd now farewell to Italy — -perhaps 

Forever ! Yet, methinks, I could not go, 

I could not leave it, were it mine to say, 

" Pareweil forever ! Many a couiteay 

That sought no recoiapcnse -ind met with none 

But in the swell of hciit with which it came 

Have I experienced ; not i cabm dour 

Go where I would, but opened nith i laiiie 

From the first hour, when in my long descent, 

Strange perfumes rose ro-ie as to welcome me, 

From flowers that ministered like unseen spinte; 

From the first hour, when \mtage son^s hioke forth, 

A grateful earnest, and the southern likta 

Daazlingly bright, unfolded at my feet 

They that receive the catdncts and ere loti^ 

Dismiss them, hut how changed — onwaid to roll 

From age to age in silent majesty, 

Blessing the nations, and reflecting round 

The gladness they inspire. 

Gfentle or rude, 
No scene of life but has contributed 
Much to remember — from the Polesijse, 
Where, when the south-wind blows and clouds on clouda 
Gather and fall, the peasant freights his boat, 
A sacred ark, slung in hia orchard-grove ; 
Mindful to migrate when the king of floods '"^ 
Visits his humble dwelling, and the keel, 
Slowly upliited over field and fence. 
Floats on a world of waters — from that low, 
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That level region, where no echo dwells, 
Or, if she comes, comes in her saddest plight, 
Hoarse, inarticulate — on to where the path 
Is lost in rank luxuriance, and to breathe 
Is to inhale distemper, if not death ; "'^ 
Where the wild-boar retreats, when hunters chafe 
And, when the day-star flames, the buflalo-herd, 
Afflicted, phmge into the stagnant pool, 
Nothuig discerned amid the water-leaves. 
Save here and there the likeness of a head. 
Savage, uncouth ; where none in human shape 
Come, save the herdsman, levelling his length 
Of lance with many a cry, or, Tartar-like, 
Urging his st«ed along the distant hill 
Aa from a danger. There, but not to rest, 
I travelled many a dreary league, nor turned 
(Ah ! then least willing, as who had not been T) 
When in the south, against the azure sky, 
Three temples rose in soberest majesty, 
The wondrous work of some heroic race.'^ 

But now a long farewell ! Oft, while I live. 
If once again in England, once again™ 
In my own chimney-nook, as Night steals on, 
With half-shnt eyes reclining, oft, methinks, 
While the wind blusters and the drenching rain 
Clatters without, shall I recall to mind 
The scenes, occurrences, I met with here. 
And wander in Elysium ; many a note 
Of wildest melody, magician-Iiko 
Awakening, such as the Calabeian horn 
Along the mountain -side, when all is still, 
Poure forth at folding-time ; and many a chant, 
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Solemn, sublime, such as at midnight flows 
From the full choir, when richest harmonies 
Break the deep silence of thy glens, La Cava ; 
To him who lingers tliere with listening ear 
Now lost and now descending as fi'om Heaven ! 



And now a parting word is due from him 

Who, in the classic fields of Italy 

(If haply thou bast borne with him so long), 

Thi-ough many a grove by many a fount has led thee, 

By many a temple half aa old as Time; 

Where all was still awakening them that slept, 

And conjuring up where ail was desolate. 

Where kings were moulderuig in their funeral urns. 

And oft and long the vulture flapped his winw — 

Triumphs and masques. 

Nature denied him much. 
But gave him at his birth what most he values ; 
A passionate love for music, sculpture, painting, 
For poetry, the language of the gods, 
For all things here, or grand or beautiful, 
A setting sun, a lake among the mountains. 
The light of an ingenuous countenance, 
Ajid, what transcends them all, a noble action.^* 
Nature denied him much, but gave him more- 
And ever, ever grateful should he bo. 
Though from his cheek, ere yet the down was there, 
Health fled; for in his heaviest hours would come 
Gleams such as come not now ; nor failed he then 
(Tlien and through life his happiest privilege) 
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Full oft to wander where the Muses haunt, 
Smit with the love of song. 

'T is now long since ; 
And now, while yet 't is day, would he withdraw, 
Who, when in youth he strung his lyre, addressed 
A former generation. Many an eye, 
Bright as the brightest now, is closed in night. 
And many a voice, how eloquent, is mute. 
That, when he came, disdamed not to receive 
His lays with favor. • • * * * 
1839. 
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HOTES 



0) J. J. BonsSKin. " J'arrlve (ssoufll*, lout en nago ; le cteur me bat ; Je vols dc 
UiD lea BolOata A lenr poste ; j'aeeours, je erie d'une mix SWufKe. E iloit irop tard," — 

Ilmlls of our language allow us no oliier distlooUon of epio ana triBlo meaanrea." ~ 

It is remarkable that he neeil (hem roMt at lust. Id tlie Fanullse Rcgaiosd the; occur 
ofteDM Uian in the Paradise tost in the proportion of ten to one ; and let It be remem- 
bered that Uiey supply us with another closer — another cadence, — that they add, as it 
irere, a string lo the Inatrument ; and, hy enabling the poet to relai at pleasure, to else 

HiakBpein-e seems to have liellBhted la Ihem, and In some of his soliloquies has nwd 



8ela ; and Uobt Bubo, arrayed in crimson and gold, 
JUagi his gigantic shadow o'er the lalie ; 
That shadow, thoi^Ti It comes through paUilces tracts, 
Only less br^ht, less glorious than iiimoeif' 
But, whUe we gaze, tls ?oue ! AM DOW he shlwB 
LQic burnished Biiier i all, below, the Night's. 
Such momODls ate most precious. Yet there are 
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Wben oax again he cfianges, on 
Clolhhig iLimsGir in grandeur all 
Wben, like a ghost, BhadoBleas, 



S) The CasU? of Jous, in Etaiiobe-Coinl^. 
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en " Many able mon have aerYed under Die ; bat none IDta bbn. He lored glory tor 
ileelf." 

121) Tbe EcbreclLhoin. 

n The Jnne-hno. 






speech ; and how much aTLerwor^Q Ip Ulce maimer comes to console ns and to cheer U8 In 
ourJourncyLhroi^hUte^ror vhen even lo the last cajinot we give, cannot we receive Ttiot 

And is not this the unlvcraal linkage, ■ — the langi^a^ of all nations from tbe begin- 
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m "J'aime 




leOM, tea Con 


/es.ions, L iv. 


f!l)"OulL! 


f a enrtton din ens, que I'AbM de St. Maurice, llona. 


prtcipLti avM 




ra^HiJ. 




(Si) Original! 


rtbus; 












To viail PusT, — not, nJiere'er he AwAU 




Whste'er hU humor ; for from cliff to clilt, 




From glade to glade, adornii^ as he went, 




He mofed at pleaauw, loaoy a marble porch, 




Dorian, Corinthian, rtBlng at bta call. 


m "HnJiH 


in iiflore plurea yinffi mi^."~-Epist. ix. J. 


04) Ep,-3(. ;. 


3. i^. 7. 


(M) n kgo I 


li Oarda. Hia poiilnsuls he calla " Uic gyc of penlnsu 


DeiutHul. But, whftUtsr It was, who cmld pass it bj .' Napoleon, in i 



Healhereil so manj bO 



lUoatrlQiu, he was vatehed by many a mounifol «yo a 
laoenlll livelong In theheri^c BongsoThteeountry. 



pinnace, which bad 



Petrarch, 


, Epist, 


Rtr. Sen. I. 


7.ep.3. 


Mastinod 


lelaSca 


la, the Lord d 


Verona. CortuBi 


ate table ; 


ad been 
a; pcelf 


hhrself,eitindanaajlunifl.ere. 






' Lo prlmo U 


iorll\iglo,e'lprin. 



ae of tlte CajraFa Princes of Padua, [hough leas alngular and sttihlng in 
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HOTie. 
Ihemsdvea. IV&noiii CaJrara, tbe elder, used oReo 



My fimelet, and a troul, ihat, as Uie so 
Shot Lis last raj fiirongh Zanga'slealJ 
Leaped at a gulden f y, bad hap^ly 



1 that in Italy tte immory sees more tbm the ejs. Scarcely a 
A not same hisloricol asBociatlnn. anoient or modem ; tJiat may 

la Btni, as in the d&ys nf TaasDni, 

'ilicBK" Italia I Italia!" &c. 

^om Addison downwatd, havo diligently explored Uia monn- 
ence i while ttioae of Iier laUer have, comparatively Bpeating:, 
If I cannot supply the daecienc}', I will not fOlknr Uieh' exiuiple ; 
and happy ehall T be If by an intermUture of verse and proac I have iUrnished my 
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NOTES. 
19 the boast of Bnlleaa — ani how mni^li &ie Ire lodcbted lo 



" Weigh w 


eil every 


»onl, 


nor publish tilJ mai 


wiifch bM a 






^e to agc,tlu 


iipjin 


nanmcript. 


and to mi 




tlpt hope to = 


orvin 


genius, sooh 


Uiee:ice1k 




■1 bia pr«apt 


andh 


gu^!e, and ii 








What would he hivi 


! laii 


noir, whep m 




wliiBSltwsy 






ra thB Old Wo 




ingthschani 


saotthe 




I and when tl 




midnight are 




to Uu 


jusanda at sur 


irise, 



tragical conaeciueDceB. 
John GaleEtuo Tlsconte, Jya^e of Ullan, becamlt^ onatoored m his ^-outh of a daugbttx- 



Ing, " Forgive ub o 

— maj we know who aJie l£, that we may remler honor to ' 

Vbe doke waa In dlemaj, and eodeaTored to fiy, if it wei 
once to cai^tuLate ; and,coikiumndiug tat the purpose a op^ 



When (he bajiquet was over and the table^nth removed, and every fiaest, aa she aat*, 
Tved wiUi water foi- her lair hands and with a lAoUl-pick teom Oie odOTlTeroua masUo-ILf e, 

inal to lovers, " and now, my dear ladies, as I can deny ^on lu^mg, come, one by one, 
jd beheld her i Jbr here she la ! ^^ As he spolce, he unTolded Ibe doore of the cabbiet } 
^deaehinher tumbeheW theportralt oTaheautlMgirl. 
The last to look and to see was Correggia, for so be had contrived It ^ but no contrivance 



owledglng my obllgatlona to him. 
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ITOTHB. 
. s. (Hhiitcal word tot this panlshi 



astrologer of that daj ; Binl all Ihs llttte princes of Italy con- 



tsei Tbe Fiis9sg«-I»at3 are drawn np aod down the Brmla. 

<5n A pleaaaot luatanco oT Ua wit and agility waa eshibllsd Borne jeara ago on die stags 

" The stutterer waa in an agonj ; the wort was IneinraWc. It waa to no purpose thai 
Harleqnlii suggealed another and anoUier. At lenglli, ia a fit ot dosiiair, he pilthei hia 
head full In the dying man's alomach, and the word hcjted out of hia moutli to the moat 

He is well described by Marmoatel in the fncjicjop^dif. 

"Personnage de la coro«d!e itallenne. Le caracl^re d^dnctif de I'andemie comMls 
Hallenne est de jouer deg ridleules, non pas perannnels, m^a nationaui. C'est nne buita- 
HoD grotesque des nunurs des diflirentes Tilles d'llalie ; et chacone d'elle: set repriaent^ 
par no personnage qui est toujonrs 1e mtme. PantaloD est v^niden, Is Socteor est bolD- 

qui mfirit* d'*lre otnertie ; et il a felt loi^lemps lea pialsb'a de Paris, ion* par Iroia 

afrioain fat le premier module de ce personnage. Son earactfte eat un melange d'igno- 

graud enfant^ qui a dea hieura de ralson et d'bitelllgence, et dont loutea Jee m^priaes ou lea 
nuladresses nnt quelqne clioee de piquant. Le vrai module de nm jeu eat la aonplesae, 

pine piaiaante ^ sun rdle est celui d^n valet padent, fld^ief cr^'duie, goatmand. tonjours 
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NOTES. 
h CaclllM d'un enfejit. et iloni U don] 



palaces Mvlchurchea, which &r&CQi]gr&gaud and pressed aa on a vast roft.^^ AiLdnhocan 
tirget his walk throngh the Mercerla, where the nightingales gire jon their meloilr /rom 



A deteruiue exactly w 



(63) There was, in my time, an 



les were acquired by conquest or by inheritance ^ bnt 

We renew It day by day ; aud, but for us, it miyht 

lie, in its progres, forever warred on by the element^ 

iban tiiey ^ yet cunstantly cultiraLing the Arts ot peace, 
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NOTES. 4S5 

<^ A nalioniU game dT great anUqulty, and most probably the ^' micare d^itia " of the 
RojDODa. It la an oM DbaerTatEoQ tbjLt &w tilings ore it lasting aa tiie games of tbe 
/oung. Thf r go dowQ from one geoeralion li. anotbet. 

"Tret tiuaUjM! Cinqne'"— -TiSflgame toatiike 

m When "C wish lo kn.™ if tt map ninj be accounted happy, n-e should perhaps 

Inquire, not wliettier he is prosperous oi- improsperoua, IhiE tiov much he 19 aff-xlEd by 

liUJe things, — by such as hourly assail us in tJie cmnmcrce of lif^, and are do more to be 

regarded tbao the buz^iags and s^nginga of a summer dy. 

addressed by the Tope lo the emperor, " Super aspidem et basihscum ambuiabia,^^ kc^ 



lied poema of that age, the Oioalra of Lorenso de" llcdici, by Luca PuliS, and 



m Bob Killed La Sala flc' GiganH. The colossal Btatnes were ptoa 
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436 NOTES. 

buto ^D pete™=UulH sous ll^a l*rrMK8 qui couvrent 1= p^^ i 1m pmls, c'eBt*4i« 
ilBlent les Bllcncieui dtposll^res des mystfrieuMS vengeiocea ds oe tribunaL— Daru. 

«i) A deep channel behind the islaod of 8. GiorflD Ut^gio'e. 

m " How mrea It with tout world i " saya Us WghnesB the Beril to ftuetEdo, on thdr 
fltBt interview ia the lower regiuns. " Bo I prosper Uiere I "—" Much as uaiml, I helieye." 
-"Biitlell me truly. How ia my good city of Tenice ? ELourUhins i"— "More than 

In n letter written bj rraocesco PriaSaneae, a JTIorentine, there ia an iuterealhig aocouot 
of an cDterLFdnmeiit given la tJuLt viXy by Tltlan- 
"Iwaa iinited,"8ayBhe,''toialel)ratethefirBH>f AuKiiat(ferrare Ago!lo)ia abeaud-^ 

and a charm to anytUing feBlive ; t and there, when I arrived, I fonud hhn in company 

countrymen, Pictro Aretlno, Nardi the hislorianj and Sanan.ine, so celebrated as a sculp- 

"■BioaKli tSe place was shady, the ann was etlU powerful ; and, before we sat down at 
table, we passed oar lima In cQutemplathig the excellent pictures wiUi whloh the house was 

the northern eitremlty ot Venice, looted directly ou the litlJe Island ol Murano. and on 



ladies, and resounding wiUi the richest harmonies, voo 
Ibiued till midnight, and delighted us beyond measure, nl 
ouraelves with everyshli« that was most exquisile." 



" Those whu have eiperlenced the advantages which all strangers ei 
the best company, Uiough none knew who cr what he vat. He remai 



p^ for everyttibg in ready money, and lived respectably, though not aplendiflly. 
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It ivA^ of pictures^ and wh( 



[q the evealDg be amid not forbear DuntloDJn^ what h^ pasaedtosonHof hIaMepda, 
resolved to satfs^ th«ms«]yf3 lite neit da^ by Beein^ tbe picture. Vor Uus purpose 
went tti the coffee-houae oboot Uie time that SlgDor Qualdi naa atxusldmed to cocaa 
i; and, nob meeting nilh him, inquired at his lod^ngB, where Ihey learnt that be had 



le Prince de Craon ? Were you not robbed on Friday evening ! " — 
lal I " — " Of five hundred dm:ata." — " And where were they i " — 

— " Cei'UJnly." The iBierrogator with his fijot tamed aside on oU 
i and the prince beheld hia pnrse in the hand of a dead man. " Take 
lial none set their feet agida In a country whore th^ have presnnied 



In Italy, aaya IMderol^ he became ^tiuainted with Lord Cbeaterfl< 
on Iflgeth^, difipitting aJI the way ; each aaaertii^ and maintain 
intellectual superiority of his countrymen ) liU at lensth they came 






" What could be his motive ! friendship ! "-~" Be did not know me."—" Money f "— 
"He asked llir none."— "And all, then, for nolhingi when, It detected, he would be 
■Dangled on the spot ! — No, no, my Mend. He waa sent, you may rest assured ; anil 

Indebted for this visit to ao KnKllahinan, a (ailow-traveller ot yours, to convince you by 
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ciperi™ 


sof 


wluabyar 


puMnths^oldDsyer. 


BmviDffl J-™ 




Ml one gra 






anlj-Mjo 


umsj think o(il,i3ir 


acth a lboa» 




of Ihat es 


rmialLv 






BOhlBhiTi t.U'With™, 


!Br8lnofo™n.o. 




"Ah, 1 


'"f'l 


njm^J 


ilpl, whictiT have bur. 




iha 


veplayeai 


(S8) La MoDdina in Oc 


lulolctU. 








(W "( 


;'*E.i 


t souaLes 


pnctiques de SaintrMai 


■C que ICB Pi 




iens He r*u 


kajou". 












Q L'appeUai 


-J>o™. 















1 Tor Ihla thouBht 


I ^ indel 


.ted to .™, 


,un, 


) QoMonl, dcscriUu) 


! Mb e«curi 


ilonwitHth, 


iPasi 












ptbe middle Dttbatgn 




liscreet gondolier dr 








ogth dighl came on 


, and we a 






[ to the EOuaoUer. - 




guess, 8lr 1 


bahl 


.•-'Utu.gQb™ 


e,i I replied 




rued 


i, the t>™tj^ah 6 


tTopheofthesineenlh, 


anta 


■ Premi o stall. 









liie, and that &taJ banquet at which 



(A. D. 1590), there ia one eatitJed " Sposa ^ 
old p^Dtlng Id Ibe Scuola dl S. Giovanni 

«e> San PielTo di Castello, the pali-iarclial 



" Fanlnlikm eljaci bpUbub,^^ ko.—'Sa 
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(BX) " Le quail con MoolO si conduct 



n Uie days of Antniilo and Baaaanio 11 was secoDd to none. " I aoUfliKprlicL," says Siui- 



the present day, as we learn trom Lhe CDmediea oT Otddoni^ and paj-Ucular^ & 
JHercanM. 
There Is a place ftdjolnlng, eaiUd Rlallo Nuovo ) and so called, aocotdins; to San 



tion consisted oT ten patrkdans, at the last of 
'oacari n-ere published nilMn a fe^ drtya of each 

13 a Contarlnl ; a name coiival nith Uie Eepnblic, and Ulnstraced by eight 

s was thrown across the CAnal Orande for Uie bridegioom and Ida retinue 
red horae, Sanuto dwells with pleasure on the oosUiness of the dresses, and 

rd Ihr&o days, and wore attended by tblr^ thousand people. 



lepUed, " and U It remains there, I wJIL" It rented there i 

palace at Milan, B^ to Poulus Jovins, " Tou behold these ^i 
one everylbii^ to the branch of an oak,' — the bianch that 1: 
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ai5> Count Vgrflma. ~ Inferno, 3a. 

am " I vi^lHl ODts more," sayi AlBeri, " I 



■When tlie TenetlanB OTerrao the coiuitry, Petrarch prepared fat aiijht. ' 



bj QloUo, is stm preaerted in Ibe caUiedcal orFadui. 

OSa Thrioe hsppj ia he who acquires the habit of Lookinj everywhere for excellences, 
and not fiir feulls, — whether In art orh. nitore, — whether iu a plctnre, a poem, or a 
eharacter. Like liie bee in Lis flight, he extracts the eweet, «id not the biller, wherever he 
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NOTES. 441 

wKaga diave off, he looked back again and again on lie veneiablE towers of Bw 



Tillage belov. By the baroo he bad been Ireatfd wLth the lenderneBS of a parent - and 
by lii> danghtei — but the reader must fill up Ihe sentence tTom what rollons. 

It was a younger son of (lie honae of Modem, who was now travelling homeward along 
the banks of the Danube. Wbat be thought at first to he gratiluiie, nelUier tltne nor dis- 

elrcunrelaDqeB, eueteeded lo the dutedom, he wrote iPBtantly lo Intite her who had nnrsed 
him ill hia eilj-^niity to come and share Ids throne. " You have given me life," said he, 

Her Miswer waa soon recdved. She ironld not deny the pleasure, the emotion, with 
wliloh she had read his letter. She wouhl not conceal the ftiendahlp, — the more than 

grMeful aa I ahall ever fel tot the honor and the happloess you Intended for me, I 'must! 



for come you must, — and bring hbo — my friend, my honelUctor — ahmg with yon, 
with you I may study to make him happy i nor can I hu] of success, for it shall be 



(1201 Thla story is, I believe, fMindel! on i^d ; ihongh Uie time and plaoe ar 



(127) Commonly caile^lomenicliLno. 
(isfil Hoflf affiKtbi^ are sucTPTffi^onatratlons of grief r 

We road of a iiither who lost an only child hy a Sill from a window, and who, as long as 
he lived, am) however ho mijjht iM employed, would suddenly break oft and give the rry 

It la said Ihst Garriok was well aoAainled Willi hun, and Uiat, when sdlciled by the 
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am Propbeoy of Dante. 

Ihe lale aa told bj Bocoaoclo una Diyden. 

b, pwhaps, a9 si^caOia to Petnwchi the sonnel, " Iq cli 



uh^d on Uie gromidp 






jn tJie Uartli, giiswring with golit ; 
the Escth, aooDer than it nold. 
til temples and towers i 



The Earth aays lo the Eirtii, " 
t) Ttay wait (or Ihe trflveUer's carriage at 



(130 A chapel of the Hoiy TOgln In the church of the OamioUtea. It is adoroea wll 
(be palntlDgB of Masaa^o, and all tha great artists of Ploreoce atuAted there ; Lionardo i 
TincI, Frn Bftrtolomeo, Andrea del Sarlo, Ulchael Ai^elo, Eaphael, kt. 

He had no stsoe, no hisoripUon, aajs Vaaorf, lUr he was thffl^ht lilUe nf In his lifetime 

Nor 1«s melancholy was the liile of Ajidrea del Sarlo, thongh hia merit was not UDdii 



Aethiobs, cauh a giiinpae o 
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and aitriflced by her tetter to hij STurtee or his ambition, was, la the tonrl 
unhappy marrliige, cou^joed to Ihe ^ra^e. 



that slept," she diaeng^Lged In tTie darkness her han^a and her feet, and, climbii^ up the 
muTow sGurcase to a gate that bad been left unlocked, cbids abroad into the tnoonshhK, 
iroDileiins where slu wae, and what had bsfiiUiin hfT. When she had In some degree 

and paaahig Uirough the street, that was theooeftuth to be called the Sliest o( the Dead-t 
But, when she arrtyed there and ho beheld her, he started haeli ee ftoni a spectre, and 
shut the door ag^iist her and fled. 

To her fAthi!r then she directed her steps, ami atterwards to an ancle, bat with no 
better success i and now, being everywhere rejected, and with horror, what, alas, hart 

deredf Tor awhile, later agony^Hhelss^iltohaTeHhelt^redbcrselfiiDdei theporchor 
Bt. Baitholoniew ] till, the daj begiuuing to break and the stir of lite to gather cound her. 



The fleqnel win aurptlBe the reader, but 
lived- Her hasbaiKl cl^muig her, she appc. 
deliberation, it vnia decided that, having te 



re sittiis, when one ot Ihemw i 



nl From her tov, and at Uberty to marr 



exqulsillaque antlquormn artibus deleclant, qalni recordatione sunimorui 
>1 quUque habltare, nbi sedere, uW diaputare sit suUtus ; studiosdiue eonu 
chraconbanplor." — Ci'c. de £e?»ua, ii. 2. 
ijing o( Michael Angelo. They are the wort ot Icrcnio GlilberM. 



iceptions, when they deliver what they re 
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1 NOTES. 

djlta^i™ h™ th ^"h"'* """^""^ ""ii "hi"!' thsy Look lor^ard In the day, how- 

mn^ Cbipd de' DepoaiUi ]n which arc the i™b= of the Malici, by Michael 






Perhaps there is nothuig in lai^uaga more affedli^ Ih™ his 1 



aM)Eleno™aiToM( 
shnabaDi,mdaU,lrt 
I(lse<»Dea>Q<o]»u,„^lx> 
which tbey had broi^ht 


•. OrtbeohUdrentl 


lata 
But 


urvivedhcr, onelel] 
liat ftimilywasao 


!hya 

b-edf 
hand 


become 'e 


(IM) De ThQu. 












056) IV PahBH. Vewhio. CoHnohadlef 


tit. 


^Ycraly™, before. 






im By Tasari, who a 


.tlobdHlhlmonthis 


occaalon. Tliiianus, de 


V114 


,ui, i. 


were publicly praiounca 

Aiaixi haa wribtea a tr 

BO edthiJ J the story aod 


that they had died 
no their honor, 
agedy on the euljei 
lie charattera. 


oTs 


fitmaybesairt so, 


„h. 


funeral 01 



discovered m the way here alludefl to. 

vm Billuig, he would go, with all his heart." — Vaiari. ' 

Porta S. Plcro, aud, when finished, was canlea to Oa church in solemn procession, with 
InunpetB befWe IL The garden hii wJthnut the walla ) and Burfi was the rejoicing there 
on tba ooMsbn, such the fesath^, that the suburb reslyed the name of Boko AUegrt, 
a name it alill boars, though now a part of Uja city. 
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Hb seoma, which dIacoTcted the BBlcllitsa of Jnpiler, (ml ma enflmred lo him, as ho 
8^9, by mnoh fatigue nod bj mauy a. midiiisht watch, remainfd entire, I IwUeve, tiil very 

Kepler's letter to him on thst discovery is very characteriatlc of the nrller. " I was 
siUiDg idle at home, thinldag of yon aiid yout iellcra, most excellent aalileo, when Wech- 
enfela stflppal hia carriage nt ray door to tell me Uie news ; and sucli was my wondet 

what with his joy and my surprise, and the hiughter of both, we were Hir aome time un- 
file, he to speak, and I to listen, it last 1 began to consider how they conid be there, 
without ovecturahig my Myaterlmn CoBdK^aphioiiin, pubhahEd thU'teen yeara ego. Not 
that I doubt their eiiitence. Bo far frnn it, I am ioi^ng fer a glass, thot I may, it 
posellile, get the start of yon, and find two tor Mars, ebi or eight fci' gnturn," So. 

Li Jupiter and his satellitea, seen as they now are,"" we l)6hohl, at a single glance of the 
eye, a beautiful miniature of the ptaoetary Byslem,"ana perhaps of every system et 
Torlds through the r^ions of space. 

OW) It Is somewhere mentioned that Michiel Anjelo, when he set out from Florence to 
boim the dome of St- I'eler's, turned hia horse round in the toad to contemplate once more 















, goes through the worM, CO 



Hcssdb, Google 



Bnl at length he lurneil ft ^ain, still dirMtidK it upward, and again he wna Lost \ fat 
he WHS now amunE lie flirf stars ; and, if not niagni6c?d aa he espccled them to be, Uiey 
nere multiplied bejnnd measure. 

IVliat a moment of emUalien for such a minil aa his 1 But na yet It was onlj the dawn 

as he held Ibe iostiument in hSa hand, that we shouid trarel bj it eo (M aa we hawi done i 



Intelligence which the; may be 

when we receive It, be a Ihooaand jeara oH ^ for evcrj ray that eomes moat have set ont 

as Ifflis ago ; and, " when we obaerve thrfr places and note their chmges," Ihey may have 



fl9 wonderful than their 'dlatjuices 



ara II GtojeUo. 



(ITG) It hae pleased Ood, laid he, th 
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(ITS) If we niBy jnSge from the p 



be Bale dicEotliig Ja hie dar 
men -y hia Inttgn&ir^f beii^ thi 



(13J) Thej rise within Uurteeo miles of eaob nthcr. 



\a fnade and Is making. 



ed abroad^ Uioueh perhapa I could j 



That sail how glorioua In her doy ahe was, 
There 19 a SEUjred plana wlUiln her iralls, 
Eacred aod silent, aive when they that dte 
Come there to rest, and they thai live to praj, 
Tor then are voices heard, crying to Qod^ 
Where yet remain, apart from all Ihlnja else. 
Pour SDCh as novhere on the ejvth are eeen 
Assembled i and at, ei'en, when the sun 

As slovly rises, her great ronnd liiapliying 

Such Is tlie grandeur, such tlie HDlitade, 



" Hoteli di Torre " and the " NobiU dl Loggia," 
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NOTES. 
=n Uie point at manriog an Amael, when a wido 



wliite palfrey f and hence many jeare of slangbter. 

Le noaae sne, per gU altnii eonfcrli." — Daate. 
39:) If war la a calimily, what a calamilj must bo civQ war ; (or how cniel are the 

in the eacli of many a town ; hut there I bad onlj to deal Bilh BtrangerB ] and I ahall 

(18S The sloij l3 Boli«neae, and [a told by Cherubino QhrrndaMi in bis btstory of Bo- 
logna. Ha- lover was of the Guelphlc party, her tiotberB of tbe Ghibelliae i and no 

broke out Into open war. The Oreit Place wis a scene of balOe and bloodshed f« 
fcrtj- siKceaili-e daj-s ; nor was a reconciliation aeonnpllshed till sis yeato afterwards, 
when IbE femillei and ttrfr adhetenH met there once again, and eichaneed tht kiss of 
poBoe before Ibe Cardinal Legate ; as the rival fimlhea ot IPkireDM had atoeady done in 
Uie place of S. Maria Novella. Every home on the occasion was bung with tapeatry and 



ler, Dante and IMUIon, appeared ia Biich times \ and we may add Vireli * 

W) A Sicilian, lie Inventreaa nt many poisons ■, the moat cdebtated of which, ftom it 
iporency, was called Acquetta or Acqua Tophana. 

>') The Cardinal. Ferdinand de' Medid, Is eaid to have been preserved in this mannei 
rliis which he wore on bis finger ; ai also Andrea, the husband of fliovanna, ijneei 



at the table of Lorenzo, i 
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IBtaDcaCspfllo. 




) Cftltageliln, iha tarurile retreat ot Cosdio, 


" the fattier of his « 


edo WEL3 aabbal lhe« on tLellUi of July, i 


,6;B,bjherhu5lMj,il. 


Qly fixedly! afterward^ «nhe IStti of t 


became monlh, Isab 


;Lal bj hers, PaoLo Olontano Orsliil, at hia 


villa of Cenreto. The, 



rreoch and Spanish Unguagts, she spots not naly with fluCDCjr, but elegance \ and 
onn ahr excelled as aa iinprovlsatrice, uccompaDying hers^f uu the lute. On ber 
I St dnak, Paolo presented hte with two beautiful greyhounds, tbal she might make 
of Uieir speed In the morning; i and al supper he was gay heyonii measure. When 
red, he aent ttjt her Inlo his aparlment ^ aikd, pressing her tenderly to bis txieou, 
1 a cord ronnd her necli. Sbe v&s bntiel la Florence nitb great pomp : but at her 



Gladdening the netlong that ei 



s if another day nae dawnuig tb^ 



&)!> A Imdition. 



ikepeare, and still uaed in Italy. "UnebtancI 



frequented by Salvator Bosa, who drew a portrait of his lioaless. 
(ilW ThisuppBT region, » country of dews and dei"y lights, as described by Virgil ai 
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450 NOTES. 

f"!^'^"!'™'.^ beli^^l^led La Rosa, is m of tesmiful scmwy, WHo a«i ml nidi 

iclimau. InUiereMl7»3,UieffinoorPaa- 
vailed liim.telf ot ihe f hedameoou here tUoded 



repertum Laoooiintb diyinura quod in VaUcano eernea feri tespirana sinmlaonm immot- 

Ths laoooon naa found In Ihe batla ot Titua, and, as we nay eonclude, in the rery 
same chamlwr in which il was seen hj the el*T Pliny. It stood alone there In a niche 
Urnt la bUII poinled oat to the traveller ; | and well night it be hailed by Ihe poeU of that 
day I What a monent for the InogbiatiaDf whep^ on the entraaee of a larch, it emerged 



ilemoXaMlheyee 
noing on ue erupper belilnd mj 

"When they arrived there and went down, they eiclaimed, 'Tbis Is Ihe Laocoon ol 
which Pliny nakes menlion ! ' aoil Ihe openinir waa enlarged Ihat Ihe marble might U 
taken ouE and Jpspeded ; and they returned to dinner, dlaconrsing of ancient Ihinga." 

mm The street of the Icn^s in Pocnpell nay serve (o give us some idea of Ihe Tig 
Appla. that Begina Viarun, in its splendor. II Is perhaps Ihe moat sti-iMcg sesltee of 
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NOTES. 451 

f^l) At the words ^'Tu Mnrceltna fris." The alOTy is ao beautjliit Oiat every reader 
tSSSi From the Rolden piUu ia the Fonim the w&ya ran to Ute gnt^s. and From tho gBins 



When C^MT fell, was hberty realored ? 



lDd««d be might ; taking refuge b 






jmine slupMes. C ne a'agiaaoit paa du degtS 



HI Juguilhs. 

«) Zenobla. 

IB] '^ Spare mc, I pray, this indignity." aatd Pexseiifl to 
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<!«) The trsnsfiguratlon i " la qnale opera, nfl yedare U cwpd morto , 
fiioeva Bcoppiare I'anima dl dolors i ognl uno che quJvi guaraa™." - ras'ar, 



lUTM ai large as Ihe life. 



1 upon Uie eompanj Uiere, — np 






e, Bilent as Uiey 



Iheprloi'^ Mble, lie monkB alltinr flown tlip i!h«mh%. ™ .t,.. ...™'i J^poBiletoll stood 
Bhen ther were as^mbM tbere. ih= lable-cioUi, -^tl« m™^:^ u^ T^JJih IH 
VOL .^i^"^ J^' ' as w^ ««d by a>^ fethers in tl.al Jay. -St. Gp,tht, 

lodebtigable was Uonardo In lb. proscculion of tbis worli " I la tin, " 

our Lwd and Ibe disciple who beliayed him. Now, iruie prior would b^r^ta ^fo'^'t^ 
<.^> A dialogue which Is said to haie paaaed many yeara ago M Ljoaa (Mem de fpo— 



acknovledgel, tlian that her scat 
All thlo^ in heaven and earlh do 
grealeat as nw exempted (rom lie 



rencnBity and 



re indnlgaJ, and 
JMitBhouldbe, 
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"HBH 


Aepartakca 
Mb Lovs am 


<m> MooB Albanus, nnw called Monie Cm. 


.Itol" 


<s*9l^eia,iii. 134. 




(29» Niaus and Euryalus, " La EcAie des s: 


jc deriiicrB 1; 



1> Efttj-BiVin, accordii^ to DLoi:Lya. HoUcar, I. 



{^^ It was not al^raya Eo, There Trere once wllJiin her walls " mon erected BplrllaJ^ 
" Lei me recaU lo jonr mind," flays Petrarch^ in a lelter to old Stephen CobnoaT *^ the 
walk vo took tAgether at a lale bnui In the broad street that leads frtm your palace to the 
Caj>itol- To me it seems aa yeal'^rdoy^ (Jiongh it was ten years ago. When "re arriTed 
wheru the fUur 4ajs meet, ve stopped ; and, noue Interrupting us, disconrsed long on the 

them away full of tears^ * I have nothing now,* you said, * lo leave my cblldreo. But a 
rtlll greater calamity awaits me,— I shall lohertl from them all.' You reioereber the words, 
no doubt i worils ao fully acoompUahed. I cerlainly do ; and as distincUy aa the ohl 
aepulchte in the comer, on which we were leaning with our elbows at the time."— ^piil. 

deriir«B from this anecJote 1 Blcphen Cdonna was a hero wortliy of antlquilj ; and In hia 
distress was an object, not of pity, but of reserecce. When overtaken by his pursners 
and qnestioned by lliose who knew him not, " I am Stephen Colonna," he replied, " a 

"Where ia now your fOrlress, Colonna?" "Here!" he answered gayly, laying his hand 
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454 N0TE3. 

Week to Ihe ihepherd'B humMe oflSring In advent i the lost, B ffe miy jiiflgo from 11a 
Once, as I mas spproadilnB PreacaM in the Bunshlne •>( a cIcradlesB Decemlier mornins, I 

Th^ inttrnmenlB were & liautboy and a bagpipe 1 ami the air, wild and simple ns it was, 
iraj such as she might accept wiOi pleasure. The h^enu™i and HnnlidB eounleiances or 

Ih^ lips In payer, wuuld have arreBted the most careiesa IraTOller. 



Mede, NeirtoD, Clutc, &c. ) not I 



mteiaplBtii^ the young and the tieautifol, tl 
forgMleo ( Uiough they were be much perhi 
o the people ) hnt in his countenance mleht 



Of Kladness." — Cary's Daate. 






TheKoinaiiislna.higher: 
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NOTES- 455 

lu that Just below the firel fall, on Uie side of the ™)i, and himging 



inly Mlendint ia hLs Bhftdow. CorjaB^ in IflOS, perfimnea hia 
re mlmtUan™, whenevf r tie apiirtpached a cottage at nlsht-fell- 



to ctsfrve Ibe ^radalUms 1p lan^age, and 
rtnpimn lo kingdoio. The French peasiot 
oaeb It^, and a Spaniard as m sppcoach 



(Zisi Che plaee here descrilied is near MrAn dl Qatta, lo the kingdoin or NB.p1e3. 
pria." — Qalluiii, it. 36t. He was hangei at Plotepee, March 16, 169L 



Naples to Rome, and had arris 
pact. The captain of the ttoop 



ea drme la populallun mttns du pays. 
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(2^ Ub pezai di cielo eadnla in tens, — 5anRaiari>. 

B88) If the bay of Naples is etSIl licanlifgl, — it it still deaerves Uis epitliel of puUhir- 
U. ta himself Be It was, when not onlj the Tails of Uia Btrnians were in Uieir eiilendM,t 

witb choral mnalo anfl Willi a msgniflcence that had eihaualed Uie wealth of tingflom!, % 

ISOT Virgn. 

Vm Qnaram sacra fcro, insenLi periMasue amsre. 

C89I The TaraotellB. 



in Egypt, when he called (orlh. no 



Augast) ite dualera ; nor In the cities bcloB was there a thought ot dangei', tliongh 111 
Interment vras ed ioon to late place. In Pompeii, if we may beUeve Dion Oaasiiis, t 
people weta sitlli^ In the theatre when the wort of dealruelioo began. 



II is remarkable that Ctcero, when on his way la Cllida, was the bearct ut a letter 
Allto]s"ej:PsnsiePompeiuno,"l (Ad. Att. v. 3.) That this was the Iiouae [n queatii 
And that In the iitreet, as we paaeed olDDg, we might have met hun, coming crgoi]^,evi 
pilgruu to Pompeii must wiah to beheve. 

But, delighting In tiie coaM and In his own Pompeiannm (Ad. Alt n. 1), he eonid be 
stranger in that city ', and often must he have received there such homage as ours. 

GSiet m a ^me of revolnUon he could not escape unhurt ) bnt to the last he presen 
hlsgayerj of mind throagh every change of fortune; llTlng right hospitably when he h 
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re," SBjfl Bajle, « L& mali*n d'na JoU 



And gaU hImHif irUh tnunmela and Ihs rota 
Of this WMkl'a bnslDsa I Leiiiei4im HUl. 

i^l^ The Iciaplea of Pxshim are three in nninber ; and liave surTlved^ pearly nino 
eentuTlea, the lolal desuactioji of Lhe city^ Tr^itioo ia Bileut concerolDg Ihem j but thej 



18091 The lolroduction to his Trcallae on Qlorj-. — Cic. ad All, ivi. H 
o(lheloB3or thai Ireatise, see Petrarch, B/^isl. Her. StBfaum, st. 1, 
in AleyoDius, 


and Bayle, Di, 


(HOt) They are eaid Ifl hsve beea diMovcrell hy aeddent about lie 


middle of tlie 1 






0051 Originally a Greek city under that name, and aflenrarda a Ro. 


nandtynnfler 


°«JIZuea=, !«.. 




on) The Ual'aila. 




(SOffl Tasso. Sorrento, his Wrthplaoe, is on the south aide of the Galf 


of Naples. 


(3061 " Amalfl Ml, after three hundred years of proaperily i hut 1 
thonaand flshecmen is yet mgnifled by the remaina of an arsenal, a 
palwea of royal pierchaiita." — Gitton. 


,he poverty of 


am Chma. After thia Ibie, Id the MS. 




That nail, bo mas^Te, so inletminable. 
And elerylng as the lulghtleat of mmtiiid ■, 





The rery ground they treafl on, and the leaves 
They gather from Ibeh' tieea, year after year.' 
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458 xoTLS. 

(3U) There ia U this dsy la Syracuu a ttnet <aa 



■t. chrontci Jmalphttaai Ft/aimenla. 

lie UiemBelres fiinnnia tlirough Ihe worH. Tlia 



id long the track of ll^ht tlji 



P16> Mfcboel Ajigelo. 

<^^t There are many mLracalous ptetores la Italy, but 11000^ 1 believe, were ever bef >i 
described as mallgoai^ in llielr InQuence. At AreEza, la tbe Churob of St. Adeelo, there 
Indeed over tJie great altar a fresea-pjUiitlng a( tJie Tall of the aogela^ which has a alaeuli 
Btorj beloD^Dg to It. It ivns painted In the fOurteenlJi century by Splnello Aret^DO^ Tt 
baa there ropreaented Lni^ler aa changed Into a shape ao moimtrous and terrible that I: 
iB B^d in Uint very shape to have haunteil the ar^at ia his dreams^ and to have hastebe 
bia death ] crybig, night after night, " Where hast thou seen roe in a shape so mci 
etims .' " In tlie upper part St. tUchael Is seen In combat irlth ttio dragon ! the mti 
transfijnuallan Is lu the louver part <tt tbe picture. — fasari. 

1318) Then degraded, and belcngii^ to a Vetturino. 

ehetti we read that a BtraotfeTf suddenly enterjuff OioEto's study, threw down a shield an 
departed, saying, ^* Paint me my arms in that shield ; ^' and thai C^iolto, lankLng a^er bin 
exclaimed, " Who is he > What Is he f He saya. Paint me my arms, as it be were on 
of the Barril ! What arms doa be bear I ■■ 

I3^> FaganiM Doria, Nlculo Flsanl ; those great seamen, who balanced fer so m^ 



Nalson Bossuet ; bi Paris, the Qnaj 
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fl were held sacred to the last. Acdordiug to PausanUs, tbej were alill lo be 
eecoDd cenUirf . 

iWed Uie peopio, whan he give Iheni tlielt ILlierty (Sgonil Vita Doris) ; mid 



cJl de dix-se[it fois la valenr de la matcbandise." Salt ii an arllcle of ivbic 
Iff the value who have not knono the want of LI. 



" tra'l Luglio e'l Setlembre ; " 
h&ving resolved in bia beart that she should perish there, even though lie perished li 
with her. Kot a word escaped from him on the nay, not a sjllable In answer to 
tcmoiiBtranceB or hec tears ; and in sullen eilenee he naldied patientiy by hec till 

Iiisposajido, m'avea oon la sua gemma." 
The Maremma Is continually Ed the mind of Dante J now as swirmii^ with eerpe 
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